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CHAPTEE I. 

HOW MB. OXBNHAM SAW THB WHITE BIBD. 

"The hollow oak our palaoe is, 
Oor heritage the lea.** 

All who have travelled througli the delicious scenery of 
North Devon must needs know the little white town of Bide- 
ford, which slopes upwards from its broad tide-river paved 
with yellow sands, and many-arched old bridge where sal- 
mon wait for Autumn floods , toward the pleasant upland on 
the west. Above the town the hüls close in , cushioned with 
deep oak woods, through which juts here and there a crag 
of fem-fringed ßlate; below they lower, aiid open more and 
more in softly-rounded knolls, and fertile Squares of red and 
green, tili they sink into the wide expanse of hazy flats, rieh 
salt marshes, and rolling sand hüls, where Torridge joins 
her sister Taw, and both together flow quietly toward the 
broad surges of the bar, and the everlasting thunder of the 
long Atlantic swell. Pleasantly the old town Stands there, 
beneath its soft Italian sky, fanned day and night by the 
fresh oeean breeze, which forbids alike the keen winter 
frosts, and the flerce thunder heats of the midland; and 
pleasantly it has stood there for now, perhaps , eight hun- 
dred years, since the first Grenvil, cousin of the Conqueror, 
retoming from the conquest of South Wales, drew round 
him trusty Saxon serfs, and free Norse rovers with their 
Westward Hol L ^ T 



2 HOW MR. OXENHAM 

golden curls, and dark Silurian Britons from the Swansea 
shore , and all the mingled blood which still gives to the 
eeaward folk of the next county their strength and intellect, 
and, even in these levelling days, their peculiar beauty of 
face and form. 

Bat at the time whereof I write , Bideford was not merely 
a pleasant country town, whose quay was haunted by a few 
coasting craft. It was one of the chief ports of England; it 
fumished seven ships to fight the Armada: even more than 
a Century afterwards, say the chroniclers, "it sent more 
vessels to the northem trade, than any port in England, 
saving (stränge juxtaposition !) London and Topsham ," and 
was the «entre of a local dvilization and enteiprite , small 
perhaps compared with the vast efforts of the present day: 
but who dare despise the day of small things, if it has proved 
to be the dawn of mighty ones? And it is to the sea-life and 
labotnr of Bidefovd, and Dartmonth, and Topsham, and 
Plymouth (then a petty place), and many another little 
westem town, that England owes the foundation of her 
naval and eommercial glory. It was the men of Devon , the 
Drakes and Hawkins', Gilberts and Baleighs, Orenviles and 
Oxenhams , and a host more of " forgotten wotthies ," whom 
we shall learni one day to honour as they deserve , to whom 
ske owcB her commerce, her colonies, her very existence. 
Forliad they not first crippled, by their West Indian raids, 
the ill-gottea resources of the Spanlard, and then cmshed 
his last bnge effortin Britain's Salamis , the glorious fight of 
1668, what had we been by now, but a Popish appanage of 
a world-tyranny as cruel as heathen Bome it&elf , and fax 
more devilish? 

It is in memory of these men, their voyages and thefr 
battles , their faith and their valour, their heroic lives and 
no lea« heroic deatks , that I write this book ; and if now and 
then I sfaall seem to warm into a style somewhattoo stilted 
and pompous , let me be excufled for my subjeot's sake , fit 
rather to have been sungthanjBaid, and to have proclaimed 
to all tme English hearts , not as a novel bot as an epic 
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SAW THE WHITE BHtD. 3 

(which Börne man may yet gird himself to write), tbe same 
great message which tJhe songs of Troj, and tbe Persian 
wäre, and tiie trophies of Marathon and SsJamis, spo^e to 
the heaji^s Qf all true Greeks of old. 

Qne^bidght summer-s aftemoon, in the year of graoe 1575, 
a tall aad foir hoy eame lingerlng along ßideford qnay, in 
bis acholar's gown, with satohel and alate in hand, watching 
wistfuUy the shipping and the sailors, tiü, just a#ter he had 
passed the bottom of the High Street, he came o.ppoBite to 
one of the many tayerns which looked ont npon the dver. In 
the oipen bay-window sat merchants and gentlemen, dis- 
cooT^ing OYer their aft^noon's draught of ^aok ; and outside 
the door was gathered a grovp of sailors, Uatenlng eameßtly 
to some one who stoodin the midst. The boy, all alive for 
any sea-news, must needs go up to them, and take bis place 
among the sailor-lads who were peeping and whispering ^ 
under the elbows of the men ; and so came in for the follow- 
ing Speech, delivered in a loud bold voice, with a strox^g 
Devonshire aceent , and a fair ^rinkling of oaths. 

"If you don't helle ve me, go and see, or stay here an4 
grow all over blae mould. I teil you, as I am a-genüeman, 
I 6aw it with these eyes, and so did Salvation Yeo therq, 
throagh a winde w in the lower room; and we measnred the 
heap, as I-am a Christened man, seventy foot long, ten 
footbroad, and twelve foot high, of silver bars, and each 
bar between a thirty and forty pound weight. And Bayp 
Captain DrdLe: *There, my lads of Devon, IVebrosoght 
you to the mouth of the world*8 treasure-house , and it *» 
your own fault now, if you don't sweep it out as empty asfi 
stook-fish.*" 

"Why didn't you bring some of they home, then, Mr. 
Oxeaham?" 

"Why weren't you there to help to carry them? W^ 
would ha,ve brought -em away, safe enough, and young 
Prake and I had broke the door abroad already, but Cap- 
tain Drake goes off in a dead faint; and when we came to 

1* 



4 HOW MR. OXENHAM 

look, he had a wound in bis leg you miglit have laid tliree 
fingers in, and bis boots were füll of blood, and badbeen 
for an bour or more ; but tbe beart of bim was tbat, tbat be 
never knew it tili be dropped, and tben bis brotber and I got 
bim away to tbe boats, be kicking and struggling, and 
bidding us let bim go on witb tbe figbt, tbougb every step 
be took in tbe sand was in a pool of blood ; and so we got off. 
And teil me, ye sons of sbotten berrings, wasn't it worth 
more to save bim tban tbe dirty silver? for silver we can get 
again, brave boys: tbere 's more fisb in tbe sea tban ever 
came out of it, and more silver in Nombre de Dios tban 
wouldpave all tbe streets in tbe west country: but of such 
captains as Franky Drake , beaven never makes but one at 
atime, and ifwe lose bim, good-bye to England*s luck , say 
I, and wbQ don't agree, let bim cboosa bis weapons, and 
I*m bis man." 

He wbo delivered tbis barangue was a tall and sturdy 
persoüage, witb a florid black-bearded face, and bold 
restless dark eyes, wbo leaned, witb crossed legs and arms 
a-kimbo , against tbe wall of tbe bouse ; and seemed in tbe 
eyes of tbe scbool-boy a very magnifico, some prince or duke 
at least. He was dressed (contrary to all sumptuary laws of 
tbe time) in a suit of crimson velvet, a little tbe worse , per- 
baps, for wear; by bis sid^ were a long Spanisb rapier and 
a brace of daggers,gaudy enougb about tbe bilts ; bis fingers 
sparkled witb rings; be bad two or tbree goldchains about 
bis neck, and large ear-rings in bis ears, bebind one of wbicb 
a red rose was stuck jauntily enougb among tbe glossy black 
curls ; on bis bead was a broad velvet Spanisb bat, in wbicb 
instead of a featber was fastened witb a great gold clasp a 
wbole Quezal bird, wbose gorgeous plumage of fretted 
golden green sbone like one entire precious stone. As be 
finisbed bis speecb, be took off tbe said bat, and looking at 
tbe bird in it — 

" Look ye , my lads , did you ever see sucb a fowl as tbat 
before? Tbat *s tbe bird wbicb tbe old Indian kings of 
Mexico let no one wear buttbeir own selves; and tberefore 
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I wear it , — I , John Ozenham of South Tawton , for a sign 
to all brave lads of Devon, that as the Spaniards are the 
masters of the Indians, we*re the masters of the Spaniards:" 
and he replaced his hat. 

A murmur of applause followed: but one hinted, that he 
«doubted the Spaniards were too many for them." 

*'Too many? How many men did we take Nombre de 
Dioswith? Seventy-three were we, andnomore, whenwe 
sailed out of Plymouth Sound; and before we saw the 
Spanish main, half were 'gastados,* used up, as the Dons 
say, with the scurvy; and in Port Pheasant CaptainRawse 
of Cowes feil in with us , and that gave us some thirty hands 
more; and with that handful, my lads, only fifty-three in 
all, we picked the lock of the new world! And whom did we 
lose but our trumpeter, who stood braying like an ass in the 
middle of the Square, instead of taking care of his neck like 
a Christian? I teil you, those Spaniards are rank cowards, 
as all buUies are. They pray to a woman, the idolatrous 
rascals ! and no wonder they fight like women." 

"You'm right, Captain," sang out a tall gaunt fellow 
who stood close to him; "one west-countryman can fight 
two easterlings, and an easterling can beat three Dons any 
day. Eh! my lads of Devon? 

**For Ol It 's the berrings and the good brown beef , 
And the eider and the cream so white; 
O I they are the making of the Jully Devon lads , 
For to play, and eke to fight." 

"Come," saidOxenham, "comealong! Wholists? who 
lists? who '11 make his fortune? 

"Oh, who will jofn. jolly mariners all? 
And who will Join, sayshe, O! 
To fill his pockcts with tlie good red goold, 
By saiÜDg on the sea , O ! ** 

" Who '11 list? " cried the gaunt man again ; " now 'g your 
time! We Ve got forty men to Plymouth now, ready to 
sali the minute we get back, and we want a dozen out of you 
Bideford men , and just a boy or two , and then we *m off and 
away, and make our fortunes, or go to heayen. 
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^Our bodlei In the 8«a so deep, 
Oar sooU in heaven to restl 
Whcre vallant seamen , one and all , 
Hereafter ahall be blest 1 ** 

"Now," Said Oxenham, "you won't let the Plymcmtll' 
men saj that the Bideford men daren't foUow them? North 
Devon agamst South , it is. Who 11 join? who *H join? It 
is but a Step of a waj, &fter all, and sailing as smoo^ as a 
dnck-pond as soon as you 're past Cape Finisterre. I *11 run 
a Clovelly herring-boat there and back for a wager of 
twenty ponnd, and nerer ship a bucketful all the way. 
Who '11 joiii? Don*t think you 're buying a pig in a poke. 
I know the road, and Salvation Yeö, here, too, who was 
the gunner's mate , as well as I do the narrow sea», and 
better. You ask him to show you the ehart of it, now, and 
see if he don't teil you over the ruttier as well as Drake him- 
self." 

On which the gaunt man pulled from under his arm a 
great white buflfelo hom covered with rough etchings of 
land and sea, and held it up^ to the admiring ring. 

" See here , boys all , and behold the pictur of the place, 
dra'ed out so natural as ever was life. I got mun from a 
Portingal, down to th^ Azores; and he *d prieked mun out, 
and prieked mun out, wheresoever he *d sailed, and wliat- 
soever he'd seen. Take mun in your hands now, Simon 
Evans, take mun in your hands; look mun over, and I '11 
Warrant you '11 knqw the way in five minutes so well as ever 
a shark in the seas." 

And the hom was passed from band to band ; while Ozen- 
ham, who saw that his hearers were becoming moved, called 
through the ppen window for a great tankard of sack, and 
passed that from band to hand after the hom. 

The school-boy, who had been devouring with eyes and 
e&t» all which passed, had contrived by this time to edge 
himselfinto the hmer ring, now stood face to face wit& the 
hero of ik^ emerald crest, snd got as many peeps as he 
c^ld at the wonder. But when he saw the sailors, one 
fter another, hairing tumed it over aiwhile, come forward 
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aad ofPbr to join Mr. Oxenham , bis soul bumt within him for 
a nearer view of that wondrous hom, as magical in ita 
^Eects as that of Tristrem, or the enchanters' in Ariosto; 
and when the group had somewhat broken np, ai^ Oxen« 
ham was going into the tavem with his reeruits , he aske4 
boldly for a nearer sight of the marvel, which was granted 
at once. 

And now to his astonished gaze displajed themselves 
cities and harbours , dragons and elephants , whales which 
fonghtwithsharks, plate ships of Spain, islands withapes 
and palm-trees , each with its name over-written , and here 
and there, ''Here is gold;" and again, ''Much gold and 
silver;" inserted most probably, as the words were in 
English, bj the hands of Mr. Oxenham himself. Lingeringly 
and longingly the boy tamed it round and round, and 
thought the owner of it more fortunate than Khan or Kaiser. 
Ohy if he could but possess that hom, whatneededhe oa 
earth beside to make him blest I 

" I say, will y ou seil this ? " 

"Yea, marry, or my own soul, if I-can get the worth 
of it" 

"I want the hom, — I don*t want your soul; it's some- 
what of a stale sole, for aught I know ; and there iure planty 
of fresh ones in the bay." 

And therewith, after much fumbling, he pulled out a 
tester (the only one he had), and asked if that woold 
buy it? 

"That? no, nor twenty of them." 

The boy thought over-what a good knight-errant would 
do in such case, and then answered, "Teil youwhat; 111 
fight you for it." 

"Thank'ee, Sir!" 

"Breakthe jackanapes*headfor him, Yeo," saidOzen^ 
ham. 

"Call me jackanapes again, and I break yours, Sir." 
And the boy lifted his fist fiercely. 

Oxenham looked at him a minute smilingly. *' Tut I tut I 
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my man, hit one of your own size, if yoü will, and spare 
littlefolklikeme!" 

**If I have a boy's age, Sir, I have a man's fist. I shall 
be fifteen years old this montb, and knaw how to answer any 
one wbo ihsults me." 

"Fifteen, my young cockerel? you look liker twenty," 
Said Oxenham, witb an admiring glance at the lad's broad 
limbs, keen blue eyes, curling golden locke, and round 
honest face. '^Fifteen? If I had balf-a*dozen such lads 
as you, I would make knights of tbem before I died. Eh, 
Yeo?" 

**He '11 do," said Yeo ; " he will make a brave game-cock 
in a year or two , if he dares rüffle up so early at a tough old 
hen-master like the Captain." 

At which there was a general laugh , in which Oxenham 
joined as loudly as any, and then bade the lad teil him why 
he was so keen after the hörn. 

"Because," said he, looking up boldly, **I want to go 
to sea. I want to see the Indies. I want to fight the 
Spaniards. Though I am a gentleman's son, I'd a deal 
liever be a cabin-boy on board your ship." And the lad 
having hurried out bis say fiercely enough, dropped bis 
head again. 

"And you shall," cried Oxenham , with a great oatb; 
<*and take a galleon, and dine off carbonadoed Dons. Whose 
•on are you , my gallant fellow?" 

"Mr.Leigh's, ofBurrough Court." 

"Bless bis soul! I know him as well as I do the 
Eddystone, and bis kitchen too. Who sups with him to- 
night?" 

" Sir Richard Grenvil." 

"Dick Grenvil? I did not know he was in town. Go 
home, and teil your father John Oxenham will come and 
keep him Company. There, off with youl I'll make all 
Btraight with the good gentleman , and you shall have youi 
▼enture with me; and as for the hörn, let him have the hoiniy 
Yeo , and I *11 give you a noble for it." 
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'<Not a penny, noble Captain. If young master will 
take a poor marineres gift, there it is, for the sake of bis 
love to tbe calling, and Heaven send bim luck tberein." 
And tbe good fellow, witb tbe impulsive generosity of a true 
sailor, thrust tbe bom into tbe boy*s bands, and waiked 
away to escape tbanks. 

"Andnow," quotbOxenbam, "my merrymenall, make 
up your minds wbat mannered men you be minded to be be- 
f ore you take your bounties. I want none of your rascally 
lorcbinglongsbore vermin, wbo getfive pounds out of tbis 
captain, and ten out of tbat, and let bim sail witbout 
them after all, wbile tbey are stowed away underwomen's 
mufflers, and in tavern cellars. If any man is of tbat bumour, 
he bad better to cut bimself up , and salt bimself down in a 
barrel for pork, before be meets me again; for by tbis 
ligbt, letme catebbim, be it seven years bence , andifido 
not cut bis tbroat upon tbe streets , it 's a pity ! But if any 
man will be true brotber to me , true brotber to bim I '11 be, 
come wreck or prize, storm or calm, jsalt water or fresb, 
▼ictuals ovnone, sbare and fare alike; and bere 's my band 
nponit, for everymanandall; and so — 

"Westward hol with a rambelow. 
And hurra for the Spanish main « P* 

After wbicb oration Mr. Oxenbam swaggered into tbe 
tavern, followed by bis new men ; and tbe boy took bis way 
homewards, nursing bis precious bom, trembling between 
hope and fear, and blusbing witb maidenly sbame, and a 
half- sense of wrong doing at baving revealed suddenly to a 
Btranger tbe darling wisb wbicb be bad bidden from bis 
fatber and motber ever since be was ten years old. 

Now tbis young gentleman, AmyasLeigb, tbougbcome 
of as good blood as any in Devon , and baving lived all bis 
Ufe in wbat we sbould even now call tbe very best society, 
and being (on account of tbe valour, courtesy, and truly 
noble qualities wbicb be sbowed fortb in bis most eventful 
life,) cbosen by me as tbe bero and centre of tbis story, was 
not, saving for bis good looks, by any means wbat would be 
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ealled now-a-days an ^^mterestiBg" youtb, skiW less a 
^'highlj edueated" one; for, with the exception of a Iktle 
Latin, whiek had bcen driven into him by repeated blaws, 
as if it had been a nail , he knew no booka whatsoever, save 
bis Bible, bis Prayer-book, the old "Mort d' Arthur" of 
Caxton's edition, which lay in the great bay window in the 
ball, and the translation of ^^Las Casas' History of the 
West Indies," which lay beeide it, lately done into English 
under the title of " The Cmelties of the Spaniard«." He 
devoutly believed in fairies, wbom he ealled pixies; and 
held tbat they changed babies, and made the mushroom 
rings on the downs to dance in. When he had warts or 
burns, he went to the white witch at Northam to charm 
ihem away ; he thought tbat the sun moved round the earth, 
and that the moon had some kindred with a Cheshire cheese. 
He held that the swallows slept all the winter at the bottom 
of thehorse-pond; talked, likeRaleigh, Grenvil, andother 
low persons, with a broad Devonshire aecent; and was in 
many other respects. so yery Ignorant a youth, that any pert 
monitor in.a national school might bare had a hearty laugh 
at him. Nevertheless, this ignorant young savage, " vacant 
of the glorious gains" of the nineteenth Century, cbildren's 
literature and science made easy, and, worst of all, öf those 
improved views of English history now current among our 
railway essayists , which conaist in believing all persons, 
male and female, before the year 1688, and nearly all after 
it, to have been either hypocrites or fools, had learnt certain 
things which he would hardly have been taught just now in 
any school in England ; for bis training had been that of the 
old Persians, "to speak the truth, and to draw the bow,'* 
both of which savage virtues he had acquired to perfection, 
as well as the equally savage ones of enduiring pain eheer- 
fuUy, and of believing it to be the finest thing in the world to 
be a gentleman; by which word he had been taught to 
understand the careful habit of causing needless pain to no 
human being, poororrioh, andof takingprideingivingup 
bis own pleasure for the sake of those who were weaker tban 
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himself. Moreover, haTing been intrusted for ihe last yeur 
with tlie breaking of a coH, and tke care of a cast of yonng 
bawks wbicb bis ^tber bad receiyed from Lundylsle^he bad 
becB profiting mncb by tbe means of those coarse and frivo- 
lons amusements, in perseverance, tbongtfulnese, and tbe 
babit of keeping bis temper ; and thongb be bad never bad a 
Single **obj«et lesson," orbeen tangbt to "use hisintellectual 
powers/* be knew tbe names and ways of every bird, and fieb, 
and fly, and eonld read, as eunningly as tbeoldest.sailor, tbe 
meaning of every drtft of cloud wbicb crossed tbe bearens. 
Lastly , be bad been for some time past, on aecount of bis 
extraordinary size aftd strengtb, undisputed cock öf tbe 
scbool, and tbe most terdble figbter among all Bideford 
boys; in wbicb bnital babit be took mucb deligbt, and cobh 
trive4, Strange as it may seem, to extract from it good, not 
only for bimself, bnt for otbers, doing justice among bis 
scbool - fellows witb a beavy band, and succouring tbe 
oppressed and afflictedf so tbat be was tbe terror of all tbe 
sailor-lads, and tbe pride and stay of all tbe town's-boys and 
girls, and bardly consid^ed tbat be bad done bis duty in bis 
calling if be went bome witbout beating a big lad for bolly- 
ing a little one. For tbe rest, be never tbongbt about think- 
ing, or feltabont feeling; and bad no ambition wbatsoeve« 
beyond pleasing bis fatber and motber, getting by boneet 
means tbe maximnm of *'red quarrenders" and mazard 
cberries, and going to sea wben be was big enoitgb. Neitber 
was be wbat would be now-a- days called by many a pioua 
cbild ; for tbovgb be said bis Creed and Lord's Prayer night 
and mcMming, and went to tbe service at tbe cburcb every 
foi^noon, wid read tbe day's Psalms witb bis motber every 
evemng, and bad leamt from her and from bis fatber (as be 
proved well in after life), tbat it was infinitely noble to do 
rigbt, and infiniteiy base to do wrong, yet (tbe age of cbiln 
drea'sreligiotis books not baving yet dawned on tbe world,) 
be knew notbing more of tbeology, or of bis own so«l, ihan 
is coBtained in tbe Cbnrcb Catecbism. It is a question, how- 
ever, on tbe wbole, wbetber, tbongb [grosBlj ignoraat 
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(according to our modern noüons) in science and religion, 
he was altogether untrained in manhood) virtue, and godli- 
nesB ; and whether the barbaric narrowness of bis Informa- 
tion was not somewhat counterbalanced botb in bim and in 
ibe rest of bis generation hy tbe deptb, and breadtb, and 
bealtbiness of bis Education. 

So let US watcb bim up tbe bill as be goes bugging bis 
bom, to teil all tbat bas passed to bis motber, from wbom be 
never bad bidden anytbing in bis life, save only tbat sea- 
fever ; and tbat only because be foreknew tbat it would give 
ber pain ; and because, moreover, being a prudent and sen- 
sible lad, be knew tbat be was not yet ald enougb to go, and 
tbat, as be expressed it to ber tbat aftemoon, ^^tbere was 
no use bollaing tili be was out of tbe wood." 

Sobe goes up between tbe rieb lane-banks, beavy witb 
drooping fems and boneysuckle; out upon tbe windy down 
toward tbe old Court, nestled amid its ring of wind-clipt 
oaks; tbrougb tbe gray gateway into tbe bome-close; and 
tben be pausesa moment to look around; first at tbe wide 
bay to tbe westward, witb its soutbem wall of purple cliffs; 
tben at tbe dimlsle of Lundy far away at sea; tben at tbe 
cliffs and downs ofMorte and Braunton, n'gbt in front of 
bim; tben at tbe vast yellowsbeetof roUingsand-bill, and 
green alluvial piain dotted witb red cattle, at bis f eet, tbrougb 
wbicb tbe silver estuary winds onward toward tbe sea. 
Beneatb bim on bis rigbt, tbe Torridge, like a land-locked 
lake, sleeps broad and brigbt between tbe old park of 
Tapeley and tbe cbarmed rock of tbe Hubbastone , wbere, 
seven hundred years ago, tbe Norse rovers landed to lay 
siege to Kenwith Castle, a mile away on bis left band ; and 
not three fields away, are tbis old stonesof ^'TbeBloody 
Corner," wbere tbe retreat{ng Danes, cut off from tbeir 
sbips, made tbeir last fruitless stand against tbe Saxon 
sheriff and the valiant men offDevon. Witbin tbat cbarmed 
rock, so Torridge beatmen teil, sleeps now tbe old Korse 
Viking in bis leaden coffin, witb all bis fairy treasure and bis 
erown of gold; and as tbe boy looks at tbe spot, be fancies, 
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and almost hopes, that the day may come when he Bhall have 
to do bis duty against the invader as boldiy as the men of 
Devon did then. And past him, far below, npon the soft 
Bonth-eastem breeze, the stately ships go sliding out to sea. 
When shall he sail in them, and see the wondersof the deep? 
And as he Stands there with beating heart and kindling eye, 
the cool breeza whistling through bis long fair cnrls, he is a 
Symbol, thongh he knoT^s it not, of brave young England 
longing to wing its way out of its Island prison to discover 
and to traffic, to Qolonize and to civilize, until no wind can 
sweep the earth whichdobs not bear the echoesof anEnglish 
voice. Patience, young Amyas ! Thou too shalt forth, and 
westward ho, beyond thy^'wildest dreams; and see brave 
sights, and do brave deeds, which no man has since the 
foundation of the world. Thou, too, shalt face inväders 
stronger and more cruel far than Dane or Norman, and bear 
thy part in that great Titan strife before the renown of which 
the name of Salamis shall fade away ! 

Mr. Oxenham came that evening to supper as he had 
promised: but as people supp^d in those days inmuch the 
same manner as they do now, we may drop the thread of 
the story for a few hours, and take it up again after supper 
isover. 

"Come now, Dick Grenvil, do thou talk the good man 
round, and I'll Warrant myself to talk round the good 
wife." 

The personagewhom Oxenham addressed thusfamiliarly, 
answered by a somewhat sarcastic smile,and, "Mr. Oxenham 
gives Dick Grenvil (with just enough emphasis on the "Mr.** 
and the "Dick," to hint thata liberty had been taken with 
him), "overmuch credit with the men. Mr. Oxenham's 
credit with fair ladies, none can doubt. Friend Leigh, is 
Heard*s great ship home ye t from the Straits ? *' 

The Speaker, known well in those days as Sir Kichard 
Grenvile, Granville, Greenvil, Greenfield, with two or 
three other variations, was one of those truly heroical per- 
sonages whom Providence, fitting always the men to Üieir 
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age and tiieir work, had sent npon the earth whtiteof it takes 
light good care, not in England only, but m Spain and Italy, 
in Germanj and the Netherlands, and wherever, in shoHy 
great men and great deeds were needed to lift the medii&val 
World into the modern. 

And, among all the heroic faoes whioh the paintevs of that 
age have preserved, none, perhaps, hardlj excepting Shake- 
speare's or Spenser's, Alva's or Parma's, is more heroic than 
that of Richard Grenvil, as it Stands in I^ince's ^^ Worthies 
6f Devon;" of a &pani8h type, perhape, (or more tn^y 
speaking, a Comish,) rather than an £nglish, with just 
enough of the British element in it, to give delicacy to its 
DMUsiveness. The forehead and whole brain are of extra- 
ordinary loftiness, aad perfectly upright; the nose long, 
aqniline, and delicately pointed; the mouüi fringedwitha 
Short silkybeard, smaÜ ändripe, yetfirmasgranite, with 
just pout enough of the lower lip to give hint of that capaci- 
ty of noble indignation which lay hid under its usual courtly 
calm and sweetness ; if there be a defeet in the face, itis that 
the eye s are somewhat small,and close together,and the eye* 
brows, though delicately arched, and without a trace of 
peerislinefls, too clösely pressed down upon them; the com- 
plezion is dark, the figure tall and gracef ul ; altogether the 
likeness of a wise and gallant gentleman, lovely to all good 
men, awful to all bad men; in whose presence none dare 
say or do a mean or a ribald thing; whom brave men left, 
fe^ng themseWes nerved to do their duty better, while 
cowards slipped away, as bats and owls before the sumlt. So 
he lived and moved, whether in the court of Elizabeth, 
giving his oounsel among the wisest; or in the streets of 
Bideford, capped alike by squire and merchant, shopkeeper 
and sailor ; or riding along the moorland roads between his 
houses of Stow and Bideford, while every woman ran out to 
her door to look at the great Sir Bichard, the pride of North 
Devon ; or sitting there in the low muUioned window at Bur- 
rou^, with his cup of malmsey before him, and the lute to 
which he had just been singinglaidacroashisknees, while 
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the red weatem sun streamed in npoii fais high, bland fore- 
head, and soft cuiiing locks; €ver the same steadfast, God- 
fearing, chivalroujs man, conscioms (as £ar as a sotfl so 
healthy eonld be conscious) of the pride of beiwrty, and 
strength, and yalour, and wisdom, and a race and name 
wbich «Immed diroet descent :&om the grandfalher of the 
CoBqu€hror, and was tracked down the cenrturies by raliant 
deeds and noble benefits to bis native ehire , himself the 
noblest of bis race. Men said 4;hat he was proud: but he 
conM not iook round him without havin^sbiaetbing to be 
proud of ^ Chat he was stem and harsh to bis sarlors : but it 
was <m\y wben he saw in them any taint of cowardice or 
fkleehood ; that he was snbject, at moments, to such fearftil 
üis of rage, that he had been seen to snatch tbe glasses :fi*om 
the table, grind tfcem to pieees in bis teeth, and swaiiow 
tbem: but that was only when bis indignation had been 
aroused by some tale of cruelty or oppression ; and, above 
M , by those West Indian devilries of the Bpaniards, whom 
he regarded (and in those days rightly enough) as the ene- 
mies of God and man. Of this last fact Oxenham was well 
aware , and tberefore feit somewhat puzzled and nettled, 
when, after having asked Mr. Leigh*s leave to take yonng 
Amyas with him, and set forth in glowing colours the pur- 
pose of bis voyage, he found Sir Bichard utterly unwilling to 
help him with bis suit. 

"Heyday, Sir Richard? You are not surely gone over 
to the side ofthose canting fellows, (Spanish Jesuits in dis- 
guise every one of them , they are) who pretend to turn up 
their noses at Franky Drake as a pirate , and be hanged to 
them?" 

**My friend Oxenham," answered he, in the sententiouB 
and measured style of the day, "I have always held, asyou 
should know by this , that Mr. Drake's booty , as well as my 
good fricnd Captain Hawkins's, is lawful prize, as being 
taken from the Spaniard, who is, not only 'hostis humani 
generis,' bat bas no right to the same , having robbed it vio- 
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lently, by torture and extreme iniquity, from the poorln- 
dian, whom God avenge, as He surely will." 

"Amen," said Mrs. I^eigh. 

"I say Amen too," quoth Ozenham, "especially if it 
please Hirn to avenge them by English hands." 

"And I also," went on Sir Richard; "for the rigbtfdl 
ownerß of the said goods being either miserably dead, or in- 
capable .by reason of their servitude of ever recovering any 
shäre thfereof , the treasure, falsely calledSpanish, cannot 
- be bett^ bestowed than in buildingup the State of England 
againstthem, cur natural enemies ; and, thereby, inbuild- 
ing up the weal of the Reformed Churches throughöut the 
World, and the liberties of all nations, against a tyranny 
more foul and rapacious than that of Nero or Caligula; which 
if it be not the cause of God, I, for one, know not what 
God's cause is ! " And as he warmed in his speech , his eyes 
flashed very fire. 

"Hark now!" said Ozenham, "who can speak more 
boldly than he? and yet he will not help this lad to so noble 
an adventure." 

"You have asked his father and mother: what is their 
answer?" 

"Mine is this," said Mr. Leigh; "if it be God*s will that 
my boy should become hereafter such a mariner as Sir 
Richard Grenvil, let him go , and God be with him; but let 
him first bide here at home an4 be trained, if God give 
me grace, to l)ecome such a gentleman as Sir Richard 
Grenvil." 

Sir Richard bowed low, and Mrs. Leigh catching up the 
last word — 

"There, Mr. Ozenham, you cannot gainsay that, unless 
you will be discourteous to his worship. Aiid for tue — 
though it be a weak woman's reason , yet it is a mother's : he 
is my only child. His eider brother is far away. God only 
knows whether I shall see him again; and what are all re~ 
ports of his virtues and his leaming to me , compared to that 
sweet presence which I daily miss ? Ah ! Mr. Ozenham , my 
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beautifdl Joseph is gone; and though he be lord of Pha- 
raoh's household , yet he is far away in Egypt ; and you will 
take Benjamin also ! Ah ! Mr. Oxenham, you have no ohild, 
er you wQuld not ask f or mine I " 

"And how do you know that, my sweet Madam?" said 
theadventurer, tumingfirstdeadlypale, and then glowing 
red. Her last words had touched him to the quick in some 
nnexpected place ; and rising^ he courteously laid her hand 
to his Ups, and said — "I say no more. Farewell, swe«t 
Madam, and God send all men such wives as you." 

"And all wives," said she, smiling, "such husbandsas 
mine." 

" Nay, I will not say that," answered he, with a half sneer 
— andth'en, "Farewell, friend Leigh. Farewell, gallant 
Dick Grenvil. God send I see thee Lord High Admiral when 
I come home. And yet, why should I come hbme? Will 
youpray forpoor Jack, gentles?" 

" Tut, tut, man ! good words," said Leigh; "letusdrink 
to our merry meeting before you go." And rising, and putt 
ting the tankard of malmsey to his lips , he passed it to Sir 
Biohard, who rose, and saying, "To thefortuneofabold 
mariner and a gallant gentleman," drank, and putthecup 
into Oxenham's hand. 

The adventurer's face was flushed, and his eye wild« 
Whether from the liquor he had drank during the day, or 
whether from Mrs. Leigh's last speech, he had not been him- 
seif for a few minutes. He lifted the cup , and was in act to 
pledge them, when he suddenly dropped it on the table, and 
^ pointed, staring and trembling, up and down, and round the 
room , as if foliowing some fluttering object. 

" There ! Do you see it? The bird I — the bird with the 
white breast!" 

Bach looked at the other; but Leigh, who was aquick- 
witted man, and an old courtier, forced a laugh instantly, 
and Glied — 

"Nonsense, brave Jack Oxenham! Leave white birds 

Westward Ho! L 2 
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for men who will show the white feather. Mrs. Leigli waits 
to pledge you." 

Oxenham recovered himself in a moment, pledged'them 
all round, drinking deep and fiercely ; and after hearty fare- 
wells, departed, never hinting again at his stränge excla- 
mation. 

After he was gone, and while Leigh was attending him to 
fhe door, Mrs. Leigh and Grenvil kept a few minutes' dead 
silence. At last — 

" God help him I " said she. 

"Amen," said Grenvil, "for he never needed it more. 
But, indeed, Madam, I put no faith in such omens." 

"But, Sir Richard, that bird has been seen f or genera- 
tions before the death of any of his family. I know those 
who were at South Tawton when his mother died, anei his 
brother also ; and they both saw it God help him ! for aiW 
all he is a proper man." 

"So many a lady has thought before now, Mrs. Leigh, 
and well for him if they had not. But, indeed, I make no 
account of omens. When God is ready for each man, then 
he must go ; and when can he go better? " 

"But," said Mr. Leigh, who entered, "Ihave seen, and 
especially when I was in Italy, omens and prophecies be- 
fore now beget their own fulfilment, by driving men into 
recklessness, and making them run headlong upon that 
very ruiü , which as they fancied was running upon Ihem." 

"And which," said Sir Bichard, "they might hare 
avoided, if, instead of trusting in I know not what dumb and 
dark destiny, they had trusted in thelivingGod, by faith 
in whom men may remove mountains, and quench the fire, ^ 
and put to flight the armies of the allen. I, too, know,- and * 
know not how I know, that I shall never die in my bed." 

" God forefend ! " cried Mrs. Leigh. 

"And why, fair Madam, if I die doing my duty to my 
God and my queen?" The thought never moves me: nay , to 
teil the truth, I pray often enough, that I may be spared 
the miseries of imbecile old age , and that end whicl^ the old 
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Northmen rightlj called *a cow's death* rather than a 
man's. But enough of this- Mr. Leigh, you have done 
wisely to-night Poor Oxenham does not go on hia voyage 
with a Single eye. I have talked about him with Drake and 
Hawkins ; and I guess why Mrs. Leigh touched him so home, 
when she told him that he had no chiid." 

"Has he one, then, in the West Indies?" cried the 
goodlady. 

" God knows ; and God grant we may not hear of shame 
and sorrow fallen npon an ancient and honourable house o^^ 
Devon« My brother Stukely is woe enough to North Devon 
for this generation." 

"Poor braggadochio ! " said Mr. Leigh; "and yet not 
altogether that too , for he can fight at least." 

"So can every mastiff and boar, much more an English- 
man. And now come hither to me , my adventurous godson, 
and don't look in such doleful dnmps. I hear you have 
broken all the sailor boys* heads already." 

"Nearly all," said young Amyas, with due modeaty. 
"But am I not tO go to sea? " 

"All things in their time, my boy, and God forbid that 
either I or your worthy parents should keep you from that 
noble calling which is tiie safeguard of this England and her 
queen. But you do not wish to live and die the master of a 
trawler?" ' 

"I should like to be a brave adventurer, like Mr. Oxenham." 

" ^od grant you become a braver man than he ! for as I 
think, to be bold against the enemy is common to the brutes ; 
but the prerogative of a man is to be bold against himself." 
. "How, Sir?" 

"To conquer our own fancies, Amyas, and our own 
lusts, and our ambition, in the sacred name of duty; this it 
is tobe truly brave, and truly streng; for he who cannot 
rule himself, how can he rule bis crew or bis fortunes?v 
Come, now, I will make you a promise. If you will bide 
qmetly at home , and learn from your father and mother all 
which befits a gentleman and a Christian, as well as a 

2* 
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Seaman, the day sball come when you shall sail with Richard 
Gk'en'nl himself , or with better men than he , on a nobler 
errand than gold-hnnting on the Spanish Main." 

"Omyboy, myboy!" saidMrs. Leigh, "hearwhatthe 
good Sir Richard promises you. Many an earl's son would 
be glad to be in yoür place." 

"And many an earl's «on will be glad to be in bis place a 
score years hence , if he will but leam what I know you two 
ean teach him. And now, Amyas , my lad, I will teil you 
for a waming the history of that Sir Thomas Stukely of 
whom I spoke just now, and who was, as all men know, n 
gallant and courtly knight, of an ancient and worshipfdl 
fkmily in nfracombe , well practised in the wars , and well 
beloved at first by our incomparable queen, the friend of 
all true virtue, as I trust shewill be of yours some day; 
who wanted but one step to greatness, and that was this, 
that, in bis hurry to rule all the world, he forgot to rule 
himself. And first, he wasted bis estate in show and 
luxury, always intending to be famous, and destroying bis 
own fame all the while by bis vain-glory and haste. Then, 
toretrievehisllosses, he hit upon the peopling of Florida, 
which thou and I will see done some day, by God*s blessing; 
for I and some good friends ofmine have an errand there as 
well as he. But he did not go about it asa loyal man, to 
advance the honour of bis queen, but his own honour only^ 
dreaming that he, too, should be a king; and was not 
ashamed to teil her majesty , that he had rather be sovereign 
of a molehill than the highest subject of an emperor." 

"They say," said Mr. Leigh, "that. he told her plainly 
he should be a prince before he died , and that she gave hin^ 
one of her pretty quips in retum." 

" I don't know that her maj esty had the best of it. A fool 
is many times too streng for a wise man, by virtue of bis 
thiok hide. For when she said tbat she hoped she should 
hear from him in his new principality, *Yes, sooth,* saya 
he, graeiously enough. *And in what style?* asks she» 
*To our dear sister,' says Stukely: to which herclemency 
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had nothing to reply, but tumed away, as Mr. Bnrleigb 
toldme, laughing." 

"Alas for him!" said gentie Mrs, Leigh. "Such self- 
conceit — and Heaven knowswe have the root of itin our- 
selves also — is the Tcry daughter of seif- will, and ofthat 
loud crylng out about I, and me, and mine, which is the 
Tery bird-call for all devils, and the broad road which leads 
todeath." 

"It will lead him to bis," said Sir Richard; "God grant 
it be not uponTower-hill! for since that Florida plot , and 
after that bis hopes of Irish preferment came to nought, he 
who could not help himself by fair means has taken to foul 
ones, and gone over to Italy to the Pope, whose infalli- 
bility has not been proof against StuKely's wit; for he was 
soon bis Holiness' closet counsellor,' and, they say, bis 
bosom friend; and made him giye credit to bis boasts that, 
with three thousand soldiers , he would beat the Englisb out 
of Ireland, and make the Pope's son king of it." 

"Ay, but," said Mr. Leigh, "I suppose the Italiang 
have the same fetch now as they had when I was there , to 
ezplain such ugly cases ; namely , that the Pope is infalUble 
only in doctrine , and quoad Pope ; while quoad hominem, 
he is even as others, or indeed, in general, a deal worse, 
10 Üiat the Office, and not the man, may be glori£ed thereby. 
But where is Stukely now? " 

"At Borne when last I heard of him, ruffling it up and 
down the Yaticanas Baron Ross, YiscountMurrough, £arl 
Wexford , Marquis Leinster , and a title or two more , which 
have cost the Pope little , seeing that they neyer were bis to 
give; andplotting, they say, some hair-brained ezpedition 
against Ireland by the help of the Spanish king, which must 
end in nothing bnt bis shame and ruin. And now , my sweet 
hosts, I must call for serving-boy and lautem, and home to 
my bed in Bideford." 

And so Amyas Leigh went back to school , and Mr. Ozen- 
ham went bis way to Plymouth again, and sailed for the 
^anish Main. 
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CHAPTER n. 

HOW AMYAS GAME HOME THE FIKST TIME. 

"Si taceant homines, facient te sldera notnm, 
Sol nescit comltia immemor esse sui/* 

Old Epigram on Brake, 

FiVB years are past and gone. It is nine of the clock on 
a still, bright November morning: butthebells ofBideford 
church are still ringing for the daily service two hours after 
the usual time ; and instead of going soberly aecording to 
wont, cannot help breaking forth every five minutes into 
h jocund peal, and tumbling head over heels in ecstasies 
of joy. Bideford streets are a very flower garden of all the 
colours, swarming with seamen and burghers, and burghers' 
wives and daughters, all in their holiday attire. Garlands 
are hung across the streets, and tapestries from every 
window. The ships in the* pool are drest in all their flags, 
and give tumultuous vent to their feelings by peals of ord- 
nance of every size. Every stable is crammed with horses ; 
and Sir Richard Grenvil's house is like a very tavem , with 
eating, and drinking, and nnsaddling, and running to and 
fro of grooms and serving-men. Along the little church-yard, 
packed füll with women, streams all the gentle blood of 
'North Devon, — tall and stately men, and fair ladies^ worthy 
of the days when the gentry of England werö by due right 
the leaders of the people, by personal prowess and beauty, 
as well as by intellect and education. And first , there is my 
Lady Countess of Bath, whom Sir Richard Grenvil is escort- 
ing , cap in band (for her good Earl Bourchier is in London 
with the queen) ; and there are Bassets from beautiful Um- 
berleigh, and Garys from more beautiful Clovelly, and 
Fortescues of Wear, and Fortescues of Buckland, and 
Fortescues from all quarters, and Coles from Slade, and 
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Stnkelys from Affton, and St Legers from Annery, and 
CofGns from Portiedge, and even Coplestones from Egges- 
ford, thirty milesaway: and last, but not least (foralmost 
all stop to give them place), Sir Jolin.Chichester of Ralegh, 
followed in single file, after the good old patriarcbal fashion, 
by bis eight daugbters, and three of bis five famous sons 
(one, to avenge bis murdered brotber, is figbting valiantly 
in Ireland, bereafter to rule tbere wisely also, as Lord- 
Deputy and Baron of Belfast); and be meets at tbe gate bis 
Cousin of Arlington, and bebind bim a train of fouf daugbters 
and nineteen sons, tbe last of wbom bas not yet passed tbe 
Town-ball, wbile tbe first is at tbe Lycb-gate, who, laugbing, 
make way for tbe eider tbougb sborter brancb of tbat most 
firaitful tree ; and so on into tbe eburcb, wbere all are placed 
according to tbeir degrees, or at least as near as may be, not 
witbout a few sour looks, and sbovings, and n^bisperings, 
from one bigb-bom matron and anotber; tili tbe cburcbwar- 
dens and sidesmen, wbo never bad before so goodly a Com- 
pany to arrange, bave bustled tbemselves bot, and red, 
and frantic, and end by imploring abjectly tbe bdp of 
the great Sir Eichard bimself to teil tbem wbo everybody 
18, and wbicb is the eider brancb, and wbicb is tbe younger, 
and wbo carries eight quarterings in tbeir arms , and wbo 
only four, and so prevent tbeir setting at deadly feud half 
tbe fine ladies of North Devon ; for tbe old men are all safe 
packed away in tbe Corporation pews, and tbe young ones 
care only to get a place wbence they may eye tbe ladies. 
And at last tbere is a silence, and a looking toward the door, 
and then distant music, flutes and bautboys, drums and 
trumpets, wbicb comebraying, and screaming, and thun- 
dering merrily up to tbe very church doors , and then cease; 
and tbe cburchwardens and sidesmen bustle down to tbe 
entrance, rodsin band, and tbere is ageneral wbisperand 
rastle^ not witbout glad tears and bjessings from many a 
woman, and from some men also , as tbe wonder of tbe day 
«nters, andtberectorbegins, nottbemorningservice, but 
tbe good old tbanksgiving after a victory at sea. 
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And what is it which has thus sent old Bideford wild with ' 
that *godly joy and pious mirth,' of which we now only retain 
traditions in our translation of the psaims? Why are all 
eyesfixed, withgreedyadmiration, on those four weather- 
beaten mariners, decked out with knots and ribbons by 
loving hands; and yet more on that gigantic figure who 
walks before them , a beardless boy , and yet with the frame 
and stature of a Hercules, towering, like Saul of old^ a head 
and Shoulders above all the oongregation, with his golden 
locka flowing down over his Shoulders? And why, as the 
five gö instinctively up to the altar, and there fall on their 
knees before the rails, are all eyes tumed to the pew, where 
Mrs. Leigh of Burrough has hid her face between her hands, 
and her hood rustles and shakes to her joyful sobs? Becaase 
there was fellow-feeling of old in merry England, in county 
and in town; and theöe are Devon men, and men of Bide- 
ford, whose nämes are Amyas Leigh of Burrough, Jobir 
Staveley , Michael Heard, and Jonas Marshall of Bideford, 
and Thomas Brauud of Cloyelly; and they, the firstof all 
English mariners , haye sailed round the world with Francis 
Brake, and are come hither to give God thanks. 

It is a long story. To ezplain how it happened we mu«t 
^0 back for a page or two , almost to the point from whenc« 
we started in the last Chapter. > 

For somewhat more than a twelvemonth after Mr. Oxen- 
ham^s departure, young Amyas had gone on quietly enough, 
according to promise, with the exception of certain occa- 
sional outbursts of fierceness common to all young male 
animals, and especially to boys of any strength of character, 
His scholarship, indeed, progressed no better than' before ; 
but his home education went on healthily enough; and he 
was fast becoming, young as he was, a right goodarcher, 
and rider, and swordsman (after the old schbol of buckler 
practice) when, his father, having gone down on business 
to the Exeter Assizes , caught (as was too common in those 
days) the gaol-fever from the prisoners; sickened in the 
Yery court; and died within a week. 
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And now Mra. Leigh was left to God and her own soul, 
with this yonng lion-cnb in leash , to tarne and train for this 
life and the llfe to oome. She had loved her husband fer- 
vently and holily. He had been often peevisb, of ten melan- 
choly; for he was a disappointed man, with an estate em- 
poveriehed by his father*s foUy , and bis own yonthful am- 
bition, which had led him np to Court, and made him waste 
bis heart and his purse in foUowing a vain shadow. He was 
one ofthose men, moreover, who possess almost every gift 
except the gift of the power to use them ; and though a 
Scholar, a courtier, and a soldier, he had found himself, 
when he was past forty, without settled employment or aim 
in life, by reason of a certain shyness, pride, or delicate 
honour (call it which you will) , which had always kept him 
from playing a winning game in tbat very world after whose 
prizes he hankered to the last, and on which he revenged 
himself by continual grumbling. At last, by his good luck, . 
he met with a fair young Miss Foljambe, of Derby shire, 
then about Queen Elizabeth's court, who was as tired as he 
of the sins of the world, though she had seen less of them; 
and the two oontrived to please each other so well , that, 
though the queen grumbled a little, as usual, atthe lady for 
marrying, and at the gentleman for adoring any one but her 
royal seif, they got leave to vanish from the little Babylon 
atWhitehall, and settle in peace at Burrough. In her he 
found a treasure , and he knew what he had found. 

Mrs. Leigh was , and had been from her youth , one of 
those noble old English church-women, without superstition, 
and without severity , who are among the fairest features 
of that heroic time. There was a certain melancholy about 
her, nevertheless; for the recpllections of her childhood 
carried her back to times when it was an awful thing to be a 
Protestant. She could remember among them, five-and- 
twenty years ago , the buming of poor blind Joan Waste, 
at Derby , and of Mistress Joyce Lewis , too , like herseif a 
lady bom; and sometimes even now, in her nightly dreams, 
rang in her ears her mother's bitter cries to God, either to 
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spare her that fiery torment, or to give her strength to bear 
it, as she whom she loved had bome it before her. For 
her mother, who was of a good family in Yorkshire, had 
been one of Queen Catherine's bed- Chamber women, and 
the bosom friend and disciple of Anne Askew. And she had 
sat in Smithfield, with blood ourdled by horror, to see the 
hapless court beauty, a month before the paragon of 
Henry's court, carried in a chair (so crippled was she by 
the rack) to her fiery doom at the stake , beside her fellow- 
courtier, Mr. Lascelles, while the very heavens seemed to 
the shuddering mob around to speak their wrath and grief in 
solemn thunder peals, and heavy drops which hissed upon 
the crackling pile. 

Therefore a sadness hung upon her all her life, and 
deepened in the days of Queen Mary, when, as anotorious 
Protestant and heretic, she had had to hide for her life 
among the hüls and cayems of the Peak, and was only saved 
by the love which her husband*s tenants bore her, and by bis 
bold declaration that, good Catholic as he was, he would run 
through the body any constable, justice, or priest, yea, 
bishop or Cardinal, who dared to serve the Queen*s Warrant 
upon his wife. 

So she escaped : but, asisaid, a sadness hung upon her 
all her life ; and the skirt of that dark mantle feil upon the 
young girl who had been the partner of her wanderings and 
hidings among the lonely hüls; and who, after she was 
married, gave herseif utterly up to God. 

And yet in giving herseif to God, Mrs. Leigh gave herseif 
to her husband, her children, and the poor of Northam 
town, and was none the less welcome to the Grenyües, and 
Fortescues, and Chichesters, and all the gentle families 
round, who honoured her husband's talents, and enjoyed v 
his wit She accustomed herseif to austerities, which often 
called forth the kindly rebukes of her husband; and, yet, she 
did so without one superstitious thought of appeasing the 
fancied wrath of God, or of giving him pleasure (base 
thought) by any pain of hers ; for her spirit had been trained 
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in the freest and loftiest doctrines of Luther's school; and 
that little mystic "Alt-Deutsche Theologie," (towhichthe 
great Beformer said that he owed more than to any book, 
save the Bible, and St. Augustine) was her counsellor and 
comforter by day and night 

And now, at little past forty, she was left a widow; 
lovely still in face and figure; and still more lovely fron^ the 
divine calm which brooded, like the dove of peace and the 
Holy Spirit of God (which indeed it was) over every look, 
and word, and gesture ; a sweetness which had been ripened 
by storm, as well as by sunshine; which this world had not 
given, and cbuld not take äway. No wonder that Sir ßichard 
and Lady Grenvile loved her; no wonder that her children 
worshipped her; no wonder that the young Amyas, when 
the first burst of grief was over, and he knew a'gain where he 
stood, feit that a new life had begun for him; that bis 
mother was no more to think and act for him only , but that 
he must think and act for bis mother. And so it was, that on 
thö very day after bis father's funeral, when school-hours 
were over, instead of Coming straight home, he walked 
boldly into Sir Bichard Grenvile's house, and asked to see 
his godfather. 

"Youmustbemyfathernow, Sir," saidhefirmly. 

And Sir Bichard looked at the boy's broad streng face, 
and swore a great and holy oath, like Glasgerion^s , '*by 
oak, and ash, and thom," that he would be a father to him, 
and a brother to his mother, for Christ's sake. And Lady 
Grenvile took the boy by the band, and walked home with 
him to Burrough; and there the two fair women feil on 
each other's necks, and wept together; the one for the loss 
which had been, the other, as by a propheticinstinct, for 
^ the like loss which was to come to her also. For the sweet 
8t. Leger knew well that her husband*s fiery spirit would 
never Jeave his body on a peaceful bed; but that death (as 
he prayed almost nightly that it might) would find him aword 
^ band, upon the field of duty and of fame. And there 
tbose two TOwed everlasting sisterhood, and kept their vow; 
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and aftor that all things went on at Borrongh as before ; and 
Amyas rode and shot, and boxed, and wandered on the 
quay at Sir Richard's aide; for Mrs. Leigh was too wise a 
woman to alter one tittle of the training which her hnsband 
had thought best for bis younger boy. It was enough that 
her eider son had of bis own accord taken to that form of 
life in whiöh she in her secret heart would fain haye moolded 
both her children. For Frank, God's wedding gift to that 
pure ioTe of hers, had won himself hononr at home and 
abroad; first at the school at Bideford; then at Exeter 
College, where he had become a friend of Sir Philip 
Sidney's , and many another young man of rank and pro- 
mise; and next, in* the summer of 1572, on bis way to the 
üniveröity of Heidelberg, he had gone to Paris, with 
(luckily for bim) letters of recommendationto Walsingham, 
at the Englisb Embassy : by which letters he not only feil in 
a second time with Philip Sidney , bat saved bis own life (as 
Sidney did bis) in the Massacre of Saint Bartholomew's Day. 
At Heidelberg he had stayed two years, winning fresh 
hononr. firom all who knew him, and resisting all Sidney's 
entreäties to follow him into Italy. For, scoming to be a 
bürden to bis parents , he had become at Heidelberg tutor to 
two young German princes, whom, after living with them at 
their father's house for a year or more, he at last, to bis own 
great delight, took with him down to Padua, "to perfeot 
~"äem," as he wrote home, "according to bis insufficiency, 
in all princely studies." Sidney was now retnmed to Eng- 
land; bat Frank foand friends enough without him, such 
letters of recommendation and diplomas did he carry from 1 
know not how many princes, magnificoes, and leamed 
doctors, who had fallen in love with the leaming, modesty, 
and yirtue , of the fair young Englishman« And ere Frank 
retumed to Germany, he had satiated bis soul with all the 
wonders of that wondrous land. He had talked over the art 
of sonnetering with Tasso , the art of history with Sarpi ; he 
had listened between awe and incredulity to the daring 
theories of Galileo ; he had taken bis pupils to Vemee , that 
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tiieir portraits might be painted by Paulo Veronese; he had 
Seen the palaces of Palladio, and the Merchant Princes on 
the Kialto, and the Argosies of Bagusa, and all the wonders 
of that meeting-point of east and west; he had watched 
Tintoretto's mighty band "hurling tempestuous glories o*er 
thescene;" anderen, bydintof private intercession in high 
places, had been admitted to that sacred room, where, with 
long silver beard and undimmed eye, amid a pantheon of 
bis own creations, the ancient Titian, patriarch of art, still 
lingered upon earth, and tdldoldtalesof theBellinis, and 
Raffaelle, and Michael Angelo, and the building of St 
Peter's, and the Fire at Y enice , and the Sack ofRome, and 
of kings and warriors, statesmen and poets, long since 
gone to iheir account, and showed the sacred brush which 
Francis the First had stooped to pick up for bim. And 
(license forbidden to Sidney by bis friend Languet) he had 
been to Korne , and seen (much to the scandal of good Pro- 
testants at home) that "right good fellow," as Sidney calU 
him, who had not yet eaten bimself to death, the Pope for 
the time being. And he had seen the frescoes of the Vatican, 
and heard Palestrina preside as chapel-master over the Per- 
formance of bis own music beneath the dorne of St. Peter's, 
and fallen half in love with those luscious strains, tili he was 
awakened from bis dream by the recollection that beneath 
that same dorne had gone up thanksgivings to the God of 
hearen, for those blood-stained streets, and shrieking 
women, and heaps of insulted corpses, which he had beheld 
in Paris on the night of St. Bartholomew. At last, a few 
months before bis father died, he had taken back bis pupils 
to tbeir home in Germany, from whence he was dismissed, 
as he wrote, with rieh gifts; and then Mrs. Leigh's heärt 
beat high, at the thought that the wanderer would retum: 
but, alasl within a month after bis father's death, came a 
long letter from Frank, describing the Alps, and the Valleys 
of the Waldenses, (with whose Barbes he had had much 
talk about the lateborriblepersecutions,) and setting forth 
how at Padua he had made the acquaintance of th«t 
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illustrious scholar and light of the age StephanusParmenius, 
(commonlycalledfrom bis native place, Budaeus,) wholiad 
visited Greneva with him, and heard the disputation&of their 
most learned doctors, which both he and Budseus disliked 
for tbeir bard judgments both of God and man, as mach as 
they admired them for their subtlety, being tbemselyes , as 
became Italian stndents, Platonists of the schoolofFicinus 
and Picus Mirandolensis. So wrote master Frank, in a long 
sententious letter, füll of Latin quötations: but the letter 
never reached the eyes of him for whose delight it had been 
penned; and the widow had to weep over it alone, and to 
weep more bitterly than ever at the conclusion, in which, 
with manj excuses, Frank said that he had, at the special 
entreaty of the said Budseus, set out with him 4own the 
Danube stream to Buda, that he might, before finishing bis 
travels, make experience of that leaming for which the 
Hungarians were famous throughout Europe. And after 
that, though he wrote again and again to the father whom 
he fancied living, nb letter in retum reached him from home 
for nearly twoyears; tili, fearingsomemishap, hehurried 
back to England, to find bis mother a widow, and bis bro- 
ther Amyas gone to the South Seas with Captain Drake of 
Plymouth. And yet even then, after years of absence, he 
was not allowed to remain at home. For Sir Richard, to 
whom idleness was athinghörribleandunrighteous, would 
bave him up and doing again before six months were over, 
and sent him off to court to Lord Hunsdon. 

There, being as delicately beautiful, as bis brotber was 
buge and strong, he had speedily, by Carew's interest and 
that of Sidney and bis Uncle Leicester , found entrance into 
8ome Office in the Queen's household ; and he was now bask- 
ing in the füll sunshine of Court favour, and fair ladies* 
eyes, and all the chivalries and Euphuisms of Gloriana's 
fairy land, and the fast friendship of that bright meteor, 
Sidney, who had retumed with honour in 1577, from the 
delicate mission on behalf of the German and Belgian Pro- 
testants , on which he had been sent to the Court of Yienna, ' 
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under coloor of condoling with the new Emperor Bodolph, 
on Mb father^B death. FranH found bim when he himself 
came to Court in 1579, as lovely and loving as ever; and at 
the early age of twenty-five, acknowledged as one of the 
most remarkable men of Europe, the patron of all men 
of letterB, the counsellor of warriors and statesmen, and 
the confidant and advocate of William of Orange, Langnet, 
PlessiB du Momay, and all the Protestant leaders on the 
Continent; and found, moreover, that the son of the poor 
Deyon Bquire was as welcome as ever to the friendship of 
natnre*s and fortune's most favoured, yet most unspoilt, 
minion. v 

Poor Mrs. Leigh, as one who had long since leamed to 
have no seif, and to live not only for her ohildren , but in 
them , submitted without a murmur , and only said smiling 
to her stem friend — " You took away my mastiff-pup, and 
now you must needs have my fair grey-hound alao." 

" Would you have your fair grey-hound, dear lady, grow 
up a tall and true Cotswold dog, that oan pull down a stag 
of ten, or one of those smooth-skinned poppets which the 
Florence ladies lead about with a ring of bells round its 
neck , and a flannel farthingale over its loins? " 

Mrs. Leigh submitted; and was rewarded after a few 
months by a letter sent through Sir Richard, from none 
other than Gloriana herseif, in which she thanked her for 
"the loan of that most delicate and flawless crystal, the soul 
of her excellent son," with more praises of him than I have 
room to insert, and finished by ezalting the poor mother 
above the famed Cornelia; "for those sons, whom she called 
hcrjewels, she only showed, yet kept them to herseif : but 
you, Madam, having two as precious , Idoubtnot, aswere 
ever that Koman dame*s, have, beyond her courage, lent 
them both to your country and to your queen, who therein 
holds herself indebted to you for that which , if God glve her 
grace, she will repay as becomes both her and you." Which 
epistle the sweet mother bedewedwith holy tears, and laid 
hjhk the cedar-box which held herhousehold gods, by the 
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aide of Frank's inniimerable diplomas and letters of reeom* 
mendatioD, the Latin whereof ehe was always spelling over, 
(although she understood not a word of it) , in hopes of find- 
ing here and there' that precious Excellentissimus NosterFran- 
ciscus LeigUus Anglus, which was all in all to the mother's 
heart 

Bat why did Amyas go to the Sonth Seas? Amyas went 
to the South Seas for two causes, eachof which has before 
now sent many a lad to far worse places: first, because of an 
old schoolmaster; secondly, because of a young beauty. 
I will take them in order, and explain. 

VindexBrimblecombe, whilom servitor ofExeter College, 
Oxford, (commonly called SirVindex, after the fashion of the 
times,) was, in those days, master of the grammar-school 
of Bideford. He was, at root, a godly and kind-hearted 
pedant enough: but, like most schoolmasters in the old 
flogging days, had his heart pretty well hardened by long 
baneful license to inflict pain at will on those weaker than 
himself ; a power healthful enough for the victim, (for doubt^ 
less fiogging is the best of all punishments,'beingnot only 
the shortest, but also a mere bodily and animal, and not, 
like most of our new-fangled "humane" punishments, a spi- 
ritual and fiendish torture) , but for the executioner pretty 
certain to eradicate from all but the neblest spirits every 
trace of chivalry and tenderness for the weak, as well, 
often, as all self-control and command of temper. Be that 
as it may, old SirVindex had heart enough to feel that it 
was now his duty to take especial care of the fatherless boy 
to whom he tried to teach his qui, quce, quod: but the only 
outcome of that new sense of responsibility was a rapid in- 
crease in the number of fioggings, which rose from about 
two a-week, to one perdiem, notwithout consequences to 
, the pedagogüe himself. 

For all this while , Amyas had neyer for a moment lost 
sight of his darling desire for a sea life ; and when he could 
not wander on the quay and stare at the shipping, or go 
down to the pebble-ridge at Northam, and there sit devout^ 
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ing with hungry ejes the great expanse of ocean, which 
seemed to woo him outward into boundless space, he used 
to console bimself in school-hours by drawing ships, and 
imaginary Charts upon bis slate, instead of minding bis 
^^bumanities." 

Now it befell upon an aftemoon, that he was very busy at 
a map, or bird's eye view of an Island, wbereon was a great 
Castle, and at the gate thereof a dragon, terrible to see; 
wbile in tbe foreground came that whicb was meant f or a 
gallant sbip, with a great flag aloft, but whicb, by reason 
of tbe forest of lances with whicb it was crowded , looked 
mucb more like a porcupine carrying a sign-post; and at tbe 
roots of those lances many little round o's, wbereby were 
signified tbe heads of Amyas and bis schoolfellows, wbo 
were about to slay that dragon, and rescue tbe beautiful 
princess wbo dwelt in that encbanted tower. To bebold 
whicb marvel of art, all tbe other boys at the same desk 
must needs club their heads togetber, and with the more 
security, because Sir Vindex, as was bis custom after dinner, 
was lying back in bis chair, and slept the sleep of the just 

But when Amyas, by special instigation of Üie evil spirit 
wbo baunts successful artists, proceeded furtber to intro- 
duce, beedless of perspective , arock, on whicb stood tbe 
lively portraiture of Sir Vindex — nose, spectacles, gown, 
and all; and in bis band a brandished rod, wbile out of bis 
moutb a label sbrieked after tbe runaways, "You come 
back!" wbile a similar label replied from tbe gallant bark, 
" Good-bye, Master! '* tbe shoving and tittering rose to such 
a pitch, that Cerberus awoke, and demanded stemly what 
the noise was about. To whicb, of course, there was no 
«nswer. 

'^You, of course, Leigbl Come up, Sir, and sbowme 
your exercitation." 

Now of Amyas*s exercitation not a word was written; 
and , moreover, he was in tbe yery article of putting tbe last 
tottches to Mr. Bnmblecombe*s portrait Wbereon, to the 
astonishment of all bearers, he made answer — 
WetlwardHo! L 3 
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"AUingoodtime, Sir!" and went on drawin^. 

" In good time, Sir ! Insolent , rem* et vapula /" 

But Amyas went on drawing. 

" Come hither, Sirrah , or I'U flay you alive ! " 

" Wait a bit ! " answered Amyas. 

The old gentleman jumped up, ferula in band, and 
darted across the school, and saw himself npon the fatal 
slate. 

" Proh flagitium I what have we here, villain? " and chitch'- 
ing at his victim, he raised the cane. Whereupon, with a 
eerene and cheerful countenance, up rose the mighty form 
of Amyas Leigh, a head and Shoulders above his tormentor, 
and that slate descended on the bald coxeomb of Sir Vindex 
Brimblecombe, with so shrewd a blow, that slate and pate 
cracked at the same instant, and the poor pedagogue 
dropped to the floor, and lay for dead. 

After which Amyas arose, and walked out of the school, 
and so quietly home ; and having taken counsel with him- 
self, went to his mother, and said, "Please, mother, I've 
broken schoolmaster*s head." 

"Broken his head, thouwickedboy!" shrieked the poor 
widow ; " what didst do that for? " 

"Ican*ttell," said Amyas, penitently; "Icouldn't help 
it. It looked so smooth, and bald, and round, and — you 
know?" 

"Iknow? Oh, wickedboy! thou hast given place to the 
devil ; and now, perhaps, thou hast killed him." 

"KilledÜiedevil?" asked Amyas, hopefuUy, butdoubt- 
fally. 

" No, killed the schoolmaster , Sirrah ! Is he dead? " 

"I don't think he *s dead; his coxeomb sounded too hard 
for that. But had not I better go and teil Sir Richard? " 

The poor mother could hardly help laughing, in spite of 
her terror, at Amyas*s perfect coolness (which was not in the 
least meant for insolence), and being at her wits' end, sent 
him as usual to his godfather. 

Amyas rehearsed his storyagain, withpretty nearlyti»6 
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same exclamations, to which he gave pretty nearly the same 
answers; and then — 

"What was he going todotoyou, then, SirrahV" 

"Flögme, becaaselcouldnotwritemyexercise, and so 
drew a picture of him instead." 

" What! art afraid of being flogged?" 

" Not a bit; besides , I 'm too much accustomed to it ; bat 
I was busy, and he was in such a desperate horry ; and , oh, 
Sir, if you had but seen his bald head, you would have 
broken it yourself ! " 

' Now Sir Bichard had, twenty years ago, m like place, and 
verymuch in like manner, broken the head ofVindexBrimble- 
combe's father, schoolmaster in his day; and therefbre had 
a precedent to direct him ; and he answered, 

'^Anayas, Sirrah! thosewho cannot obey, willnever be 
fit to mle. If thou canst not keep discipline now , thoü wilt 
aever make a Company or a ctewkeep it when thou art grown. 
Dost mind that, Sirrah? " 

"Yes," saidAmyas. 

^^Then go back to school this moment, Sir, and be 
flogged." 

" Very well," said Amyas, considering that he had got 
off very cheaply; while Sir Richard, as soon as he was out 
of the room, lay back in his chair, and laughed tili he cried 
again. 

So Amyas went back, and said that he was come to be 
flogged; whereon the old schoolmaster, whose pate had been 
plastered laeanwfaile, wept tears of joy over the returning 
prodigal, and then gare him such a switching as he did not 
forget fbr eight-and-forty hours. 

Bat that evening Sir Richard sent for old Yindex, who 
entered treinfoling, cap in band ; and haring primed him with 
aenpofsack, said, — 

"Well, Mr. Schoolmaster! My godson has been some- 
what too much for you to-day. There are a couple of nobles 
to. pay the doctor." 

**0 Sir Richard, gratias tibi et Domino I but the boy hits 

3* 
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shrewdly hard. Nevertheless I have repaid him in myerse 
kind, and set him an imposition, to leam me one of Phsedrus 
his fables , Sir Richard , if jou do not think it too mach." 

" Which then? The one about the man who bronght up 
a lion's cub , and was eaten by him in play at last ? " 

"Ah, Sir Richard! yon have always a merry wit. But, 
indeed, the boy is a brave boy, and a quick boy, Sir Richard, 
bat more forgetfdl than Lethe ; and -^ sapienti loquor — ^ it 
were well if he were away, for I shall never see him again 
without my head aching. Moreover, he pat my son Jack 
apon the fire last Wednesday , as you woald pat a foot-ball, 
thoaghheisayearolder, yoarWorship, because, hesaid, 
he looked so like a roasting pig, Sir Richard." 

"Alas, poor Jack!" 

"And what 's more, yoar Worship, he ib pugnax, helUcosus^ 
gladiator, a fire>eaterandswash-backler, beyond all Christian 
measare; a very sacking Entellus , Sir Richard, and will do 
to death some of her majesty's lieges ere long» if he be not 
wisely carbed. It was but a month agone that he bemoaned 
himself, I hear, as Alexander did, because there were no 
more worlds to conquer, saying that it was a pity he was so 
strong, for now he had thrashed all theBideford lads, he had 
no sport left; and so, as my Jack teils me, last Tuesday 
week he feil upon a young man of Bamstaple, Sir Richard, 
a hosier's man, Sir, and plebeius (which I consider unfit for 
one of his blood), and, moreover, a man füll grown,and as big 
as either of us (Vindex stood five feet four in his high-heeled 
shoes), and smote him clean over the quay into the mud, 
because he said that there was a prettier maid in Bamstaple 
(your Worship will forgive my speaking of such toys, to 
which my fidelity compels me) than ever Bideford could 
show; and then offered to do the same to any man who dare 
say that Mistress Rose Salteme, his Worship the Mayor's 
daughter , was not the fairest lass in all Devon." 

"Eh? Say that over again, my good Sir," quoth Sir 
Richard, who had thus arrived,as we have seen,to the second 
oount of the indictment 
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*^I say , good Sir, whence dost thou hear all these pretfy 
stories?" 

««MysonJacky Sir Richard, mysonJack, ingenui vultua 
puerJ** 

"Bu€ not, it seems, ingenui pudoris. Teil thee what, 
Mr. Schoolmaster , no wonder if thy son gets put on the fire, 
if thou employ him as a tale-bearer. But that is the way of 
all pedagogues and their sons , by which they train the lads 
up eaves-droppers and favour-curriers, and prepare them, — 
Sirrah, do you hear? — for a much more lasting and hotter 
fire than that which has scorched thy son Jack*s nether- 
tackle. Do you mark me, Sir?" 

The poor pedagogue , thus cunningly caught in his own 
trap, stood trembling before his patron, who, ashereditary 
bead of the Bridge-trust, which endowed the school and the 
rest of the Bideford charities , could , by a tum of his finger, 
sweep himforthwitb the besomof destruction; and hegasped 
with terror as Sir Bichard went on — 

" Therefore, mind you, Sir Schoolmaster, unless you shall 
promise me never to hint wordof what has passed between us 
two , and that neither you nor yours shall henceforth carry 
tales of my godson, or speak his name within a day's march 
of MistressSalterne's, lopktoit, Sir, if Idonot — " 

What was to be done in default was not spoken ; for down 
went poor old Vindex on his knees : — 

**0h, Sir Bichard! Excellentissime, immh pracelsissime 
Domine et Senator, I promise! Sir, Mtles et Eques of the 
Garter, Bath, and Golden Fleece , consider.y'our dignities, 
and my old age — and my great family , nine children — oh, 
Sir Richard, and eight of ^em girls ! — Do eagles war with 
mice? says the ancient!" 

"Thy large family, eh? How old is that fat-witted son 
of thine?" 

" Sixteen, Sir Richard ; but that is not his fault, indeed^ " 

"Nay, I Buppose he would be still suckiog his thumbif 
he dared — get up , man — get up , and seat y ourself." 
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"Heaven forbid!" mormared poor Vindex, with deep 
humility. 

" Why ig not the rogue at Oxford , with a mtirraiii on him, 
instead of lurching about here carrying tales , and ogling the 
maidens?" 

**I had hoped, Sir Richard — and therefore I said it was 
not his fault — but there was never a servitorship atExeter 
open." 

"Go to, man — go to! I will speak to my brethren of 
the trust, and to Oxford he shall go this autumn, or eise 
to Exeter gaol, for a strong rogue , and a masterless man. 
Do you hear?" 

"Hear? — oh, Sir, yes! and retum thanks. Jack shall 
go, Sir Richard, doubt it not — Iwere mad eise; and, Sir 
Richard, may I go too?" 

And therewith Vindex vanished, and Sir Richard enjoyed 
a second mighty laugh , which brought in Lady Grenvile, 
who possibly had overhigard the whole ; for the first words 
she said were — * 

" I think, my sweet life, we had better go up to Burrough." 

So toBurrough they went ; and after müch talk, and many 
tears, matters were so concluded that Amyas Leigh found 
himself riding joyfully towards Plymouth , by the side of Sir 
Richard, and being handed over to Captain Drake, vanished 
for three years from the good town of Bideford. 

And now he is retumed in triumph^ and the observed of 
all obserrers ; and looks round and round, and sees all faces 
whom he expects, except one; and that the one which he 
had rather see than his mother's? He is not quite sure. 
Shame on himself! 

And now the prayers being ended, the Rector ascends Üie 
pulpit, and begins his sermon on the text: — 

"The heaven and the heaven of heayens are the Lord's; 
the whole earth hath he given tothe childrenof men;" de* 
ducing therefrom craftily, to the exceeding pleasure of his 
hearers , the iniquity of the Spaniards in dispossessing the 
Indians, and in arrogating to themselres the sovereignty of 
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the tropic seas ; the yanity of thePope of Eome in pretending 
to bestow ou them the new countries of America; and the 
justice, yalour, and glory of Mr.Drake and his expedition, 
as testified bj God's miraculous protection of him and his, 
both in the Straits of Magellan, and in his battie with the 
Galleon; and last, but not least, upon the rock by Celebea, 
when the PeHcan lay for hours firmlj fized, and was floated 
off unhurt, as it were by miracle , by a sudden shift of wind. 
Aye, smile, reader, if you will; and, perhaps, there 
was matter for a smile in that honest sermon, interlarded, 
as it was , with scraps of Greek and Hebrew, which no one 
understood, but every one eipected as their right; (for a 
preacher was nothing then who could not prove himaelf "a 
good Latiner/') and graced, moreover, by a somewhatpe- 
dantic and l6ngthy refutation from Scripture of Dan Hora- 
ce's cockney horror of the sea — 

"im robur et aas triplex," «fcc. 

and his infidel and ungodly slander against the ^'impias 
rates,'' and their crews. 

Smile, if you will: but those were days (and there were 
never less superstitious ones), in which Englishmen believed 
in the living God, and were not ashamed to acknowledge, as 
a matter of course, His help and proyidence, and calling, in 
the matters of daily life, which we now in our coyertAtheism 
term ^'secular and camal;" and when, the sermon ended, 
the Communion Service had begun, and the bread and^the 
wine were given to those fiye mariners , eyery gallant gen- 
tleman who stood near them, (for the press would not allow 
of more,) knelt and receiyed the elements with them as a 
thing of course, and then rose to join with heart and yoice 
not merely in tiie Gloria in ExeelsiSy but in the Te Deum, 
which was the closing act of alL And no sooner had the 
Clerk giyen out the first yerse of that great hy mn, than it was 
takenupbyfiye hundred yoices within the chureh, in bass 
and tenor, treble and alto, (for eyery one could sing in those 
days, and the west country folk, as now, were fullerthan 
any of music,) the chant was caught up by the crowd out- 
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side, and rang awayoverroof and river, np to the woods of 
Annery, and down to the marshes of the Taw, in wave on 
waye of hamtony. And as it died away, the shipping in 
the river made answer with their thunder, and the crowd 
Btreamed out again toward the Bridge Head, whither Sir 
Richard Grenvile, and Sir John Chichester, andMr.Salteme, 
theMayor, led the five heroes of the day to await the pageant 
which had been prepared in honour of them. And as they 
went by, there were few in the crowd who did not press 
forward to shake them by the band , and not only them , bat 
their parents and kinsfolk who walked behind, tili Mrs. 
Leigh, her stately joy quite broken down at last, could only 
answer between her sobs , "Goalong, goodpeople — God 
a mercy, go along — and God send yon all such sons ! " * 

"God give me back mine!" cried an old red-cloaked 
dame in the crowd; and then, Struck by some hidden im- 
pulse, she sprang forward, and catching hold of young 
Amyas's sleeve — 

*<Kind Sir! dear Sir! For Christ his sake answer a poor 
old widow woman ! " 

"Whatisit, dame?" quothAmyas, gently enough. 

"Did you see my son to thelndies? — my sonSalvation?" 

"Salvation?" replied he, with the air of one who re- 
collected the name. 

"Yes, sure, Salvation Yeo, of Clovelly. A tall man 
and black, and sweareth awfully in his talk, the Lord for- 
givehim!" 

Amyas recoUected now. It was the name of the sailor 
who had given him the wondrous hom five years ago. 

"My good dame," said he, "the Indies are a very large 
place, and your son may be safe and sound enough there, 
without my having seen him. I knew one Salvation Yeo. 
But he must have come with — . By-the-bye, godfather, 
has Mr. Oxenham oome home?" 

There was a dead silence for a moment among the gen- 
tlemen round ; and then Sir Bichard said solemnly, and in a 
lowYoice, turningawayfrom the old dame, — 
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'^Amyas, Mr. Oxenham has not come home; and from 
the day he sailed, no word has been heard of him, and all 
his crew." ^ 

"Oh, Sir Bichard! and yon kept me from sailing with 
himi Had I known this before I went into church, I had 
had one mercy more to tbank God for." 

"Thank Him all the more in thy life, my child!" whis- 
pered his mother. 

"Andno news of him whatsoever?" 

"None; but that the year after he sailed, a ship belong- 
ing to Andrew Barker, of Bristol, took out of a Spanish 
caravel, somewhere off the Honduras , his two brass guns: 
but whence they came the Spaniard knew not, having bought 
them at Nombre de Dios." 

"Yes!" cried the old woman; "they brought home the 
guns, and never brought home myboyl" 

" They never saw your boy, miother," said Sir Bichard. 

" But I 've Seen him ! I saw him in a dream four years last 
Whitsuntide, as piain as I see you now, gentles, a-lying 
upon a rock, calling for a drop of water to cool his tongue, 
like Dives to the torment! Oh ! dear me ! '* and the old dame 
wept bitterly. 

" There is a rose noble for you ! " said Mrs. Leigh. 

"And there another!" said Sir Bichard. And in a few 
minutes four or five gold coins were in her hand. But the 
old dame did but look wonderingly at the gold a moment, 
and then — 

"Ah! dear gentles, God's blessing on you, and Mr. 
Gary 's mighty good to me already ; but gold won't buy back 
childer! 0! young gentleman! young gentleman! make 
me a promise; if you want God*8 blessing on you this day, 
bring me back my boy,^ if you find him sailing on the seas! 
Bring him back, and an old widow's blessing be on you ! " 

Amyas promised — what eise could he do? — and the 
group hurried on; but the lad's heajrt was heavy in the midst 
of joy, with the thought of John Oxenham, as he walked 
through the church-yard, and down the short street whicb 
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led between the anoient scliool and the still more aneient 
town-house, to the head of the long bridge, across which 
the pageant, having been arranged <'east-the-water/' was 
to defile , and then tum to the right aiong the quaj. 

However, he was bound in all coortesy to tum his atten- 
tion now to the show which hadbeenprepared in his honour ; 
and which was reallj well enongh worth seeing and hearing. 
The English were, in those days, an altogether dramatic 
people; ready and able, as in Bideford that day, to extern- 
porize a pageant, a masque, or any effort of the Thespian 
art Short of the regulär drama. For they were , in the first 
place, even down to the very poorest, a well-fed people, 
with fewer luxuriös than we, but more abundant necessaries ; 
and while beef , ale, and good woollen clothes eould be ob- 
tained in plenty, without overworking either body or soul, 
men had time to amuse themselves in something more intel- 
lectnal than mere toping in pothouses. Moreover, the half 
Century after the Reformation in England, was one not 
merely of new intellectual freedom, but of immense animal 
good spirits. After years of dumb confusion and cruel per- 
secotion, abreathing time had come: Mary and the fires of 
Smithfield had vanished together like a hideous dream, and 
the mighty shout of joy which greeted Elizabeth's entry into 
London, was the key-note of fifty glorious years; the ex- 
pression of a new-found strength and freedom, which vented 
itself at home in drama and in song; abroad in mighty con- 
quests, achieved with the laughing recklessness of boys at 
pUy. 

So first, preceded by the waits, came along the bridge 
toward the town-hall , a device prepared by the good rector, 
who, Standing by, acted as showman, and explained anxi- 
ously to the bystanders the Import of a certain "allegory,** 
wherein on a great banner was depicted Queen Elizabe^ 
herseif, who, in ample mff and farthingale, aBibleinone 
band and a sword in the other, stood triumphant npon the 
necks of two sufficiently abject personages, whose triple 
tiara and imperial crown proclaimed them the Pope and the 
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King of Spain ; while a label , issuing from her royal motüHi, 
informed the world that — 

**By land aad sea a virgln qaeen I rei^ , 
And spam to dust both Anüobrift and %>alB.*' 

Which, having been received with due applause, a wöU- 
bedizened lad, haying in bis cap as a posy '^Loyalty, 
stepped forward, and delivered himself of the foUowing 
Verses: — 

"Oh, greatElizal ofa, world-famons crewi 
Which shall I bau more blest, yoar qaeen or yonf 
Whlle withoat other either falls to wrack. 
And ligbt muat eyes, or eyea tbeir ligbt mast lack. 
Sbe witboat yoa, a diamond sank in mine, 
Its wortb unprized, to seif alone mnat abine; 
Ton witboat ber, like bands bereft of bead, 
Like Ajax rage, by blindfold last mlsled. 
Sbe ligbt, yoo eyea; sbe bead, and you tbo bands, 
In fair proportion knit by beavenly bands; 
Servants in queen , and qaeen in servants blest ; 
Yoar only glory, how to serve ber best; 
And bers bow best the adventnrous migbt to gaide , 
Which knows no check of foemen, wind, or tide. 
So fair Ellza*s spotless fame may fly 
Triampbant roand the globe , and sbake tb' astoanded sky l ** 

With which sufficientlj bad verses Loyalty passed on, while 
my Lady Bath hinted to Sir Richard, not without reason, 
that the poet, in trying to exalt both parties, had very soffi- 
ciently snubbed both, and intimated, that it was ^*hardly 
safe for coontry wits to attempt that euphuistic, antithetical, 
and delicately coneeited vein , whose proper fountain was in 
Whitehall." However , on went Loyalty, very well pleased 
with himself, and nezt, amid much cheering, two great 
tmsel fish, a salmon and a trout, symbolical of the wealth 
ofTorridge, waddled along, by means of two human legs 
and a staffa-^iece, which protrudedfrom thefishes* stomachs. 
They drew (or seemed to draw, for half the *prentices in the 
town were shoving it behind, and cheering on the panting 
monarchs of the flood), a car wherein säte , amid reeds and 
river-flags , three or four pretiy girls in robes of gray-blue 
spangled with gold , their heads wreathed, one with a crown 
of the Bweet bog-myrtle, another with hops and white con- 
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volvulus, the fhird with pale heather and golden fern. They 
stopped opposite Aroyas; and ehe of the myrtle-wreath, 
rising and bowing to him and fhe Company, began with a 
pretty blush to say her say : — 

"Hither from my moorland horoe, 
Nymph of Torridge, proud I oome; 
Leavlng fen and farzy brake, 
Haunt of eft and spotted anake, 
Where to fiU mine arna I ase 
Daily with Atlantic dews; 
While beside the reedy flood 
Wild duck leada her paddllng hrood. 
For this mom, as Phoebua gay 
Chased through heaven the night miat ffray, 
Close beside mc , prankt in pride , 
Sistcr Tamar rose, and cried, 
'Slaggard« np! *T ia holiday, 
In the lowlanda far away. 
Harkl howjocnnd Plymonth belli, 
Wandering up through mazy dclls. 
Call me down, with sroiles to hail, 
My daring Drake*8 rcturning sali.* 
*Thine alone?' I answer'd. *Nay; 
Mine as well the Joy to-day. 
Heroea trainM on Northern wave, 
To that Argo ncw I gave; 
Lent to thee, they roam'd tho roain; 
Oiveme, nymph, my aons again.* 
*Go, they wait thee,* Tamar er ied, 
Southward bounding from my aide. 
Giad I rose, and at my call, 
Game my Naiada , one and all. 
Nursling of the mountain sky, 
Leaving Dianas choir on high, 
Down her Cataracta laughing load, 
Ockmcnt leapt from crag and cloud, 
Leading many a nympA , who dwelli 
Where wild deer drink in ferny delU; 
While the Oreads aa they past 
Peep*d from Druid Tora agbast. 
By alder copsos aliding slow, 
Knee>decp in flowera camc gcntler Teo, 
And pauscd awhile her locka to twine 
With musky hopa and white woodbine, 
Then Joined the ailver-footed band, 
Which circled down my golden aand, 
By dappled park, and arbour shady, 
Haunt of love-lorn knight and lady, 
My thrice-renowned sons to greet 
With rustic songtind pageant meet. 
For Joy I the girdled globc around 
Ellza's namo henceforth ihall sound. 
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Whose Tentarons fleets to eonqn«st sUrt, 
Where ended once the seaman's Chart , 
While cfrcling Sol hia Steps shall oount 
Henceforth from Thale*8 western mount, 
And lead new rulcrs round the leaa 
From farthest Cassiteridcs. 
For foond is now the golden tree« 
Solved th' Atlantic mystery, 
PluckM the dragon-guarded ft-nlt, 
White aroond the charmed root« 
Waillng load, the Hesperlds 
Watch their warderHi droopfng lids. 
Low he lies with grisly woand, 
While the sorceress triple-crownM 
In her scarlet robe doth shield him, 
Till her canning-spells haye heaPd him. 
Yc f meanwhile , aroand the eartb 
Bear the prize of manful worth. 
Yct a nobler meed than gold 
Walts for Albion*8 children bold ; . 
Oreat Eliza*8 virgin band * 

Welcomes yon to Falry land, 
While yonr native Naiads bring 
Natlve wreaths as offering. 
Simple thoogh their show may bt, 
Britain*8 worship in them see. 
*T is not prico, nor outward faimess, 
Gives the victor*B palm its rarenest; 
Simplest tokens can impart 
Noble throb to noble heart: 
Orscia, prize thy parsley crown, 
Boast thy laurel, Cssar's town; 
Moorland myrtle still shall be 
Badge of Devon^s Chivalryl" 

And 80 ending, ehe took the wreath of fragrant gale from 
her own head, and stooping from the car, placed it on the 
head of Amjas Leigh, who made answer — 

^^There is no place like home, mjfairmistress; andno 
scent to mj taste like this old home-scent in all the spiee- 
Islands that I ever sailed bj ! *' 

<'Her song was not so bad," said Sir Bichard to Lady 
Bath— **but how came she to hear Plymouth bells atTamar- 
head, füll fifty miles away? That 's too much of a poet*s 
license, isitnot?" 

««Therivernymphs, as daughters ofOceanus, and thus 
of immortal parentage, are bound to possess organs of more 
than mortal keenness ; bat, as you say , the song was not so 
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bad — erudite, as well as prettily conceived — and, saving 
for a certain rustical simplicity and monosyllabic baldness, 
smacks rather of the forests of Castaly tkan those of Tor- 
ridge." 

So spake mj Lady Bath; whom Sir Richard wisely an- 
swered not; for she was a terribly leamed member of the 
College of critics , and disputed even with Sidney*s sister the 
chieftaincy of the Euphuists; so Sir Richard answered not, 
but answer was made for him. 

^^Since the whole choir of Muses, Madam, have migrated 
to the court of Whitehall, no wonder if some dews of Par- 
nassus should fertilize at times even our Devon moors." 

The Speaker was a tall and slim youngman, somefiye- 
and-twentyyearsold, of sorareanddelicateabeauty, that 
it seemed that some Greek statue , or rather one of those 
pensive and pious knights whom the old German artists took 
delight to paint, had condescended to tread awhile this 
work-day earth in living flesh and blood. The forehead was 
very lofty and smooth, the eyebrows thin and greatly arched 
(the envious gallants whispered that somethmg at least of 
iheir curve was due to art, as was also the exceeding smooth- 
ness of those delicate ch6eks). The face was somewhat long 
and thin; thenoseaquiline; and the languid mouth showed, 
perhaps, too much of the ivory Upper teeth; but the most 
striking point of the speaker's appearance was, the extra- 
ordinary brilliancy of his complexion, which shamed with 
its whiteness that of all fair ladies round, save where open on 
each cheek a bright red spot gave waming, as did the long 
thin neck and the taper hands , of sad possibilitieö , perhaps 
not far off; possibilities which all saw with an inward sigh, 
except she whose doting glances , as well as her resemblance 
to the fair youth, proclaimed her at once his mother , Mrs. 
Leigh herseif. 

Master Frank, for he it was, was dressed in the Ytacy 
extravagance of the fashion, — not so mach ftom vanity, as 
from that delicate instinct of self-respect whick would keep 
«ome men sjHrace and spotless from one year's end to another 
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apon a desert Island; ^^for," as Frank nsed to saj in bis 
sententioas way, '^Mr. Frank Leigh at least beholds me, 
though none eise be by; and wby should I be more die- 
conrteons to him than I permit others to be? Be snre tkat 
he who is a Grobian in bis own Company, will, sooner or 
later , becpme a Grobian in tbat of bis friends." 

So Mr. Frank was arrayed spotlessly ; but afber the latest 
fasbion of Milan , not in trunk hose and slasbed sleeves , nor 
in '*Frencb standing coUar, treble quadruple dsedalian ru£P, 
or stiff-neoked rabato, tbat bad more arcbes for pnde, 
propped up wiib wire and timber,tban five London bridges;** 
but in a close-fitting and perfectly piain suit of dove-colour, 
whidi set offcnnningly tbe delicate proportions of bis figure, 
and tbe delicate bue of bis complexion, whicb was sbaded 
from tbe sun by a broad dove-eoloured Spanisb hat, with 
featber to matcb, looped up over tbe rightearwith apearl 
brooch , and therein a crowned E , supposed by the damsels 
of Bideford to stand for Elizabe^, whicb was whisperedto 
be tbe gif t of some most illustrious band. This same looping 
up was not without good reason and purpose prepense, 
thereby all the world had füll view of a beautiful little ear, 
whicb looked as if it bad been cut out of cameo , and made, 
as mylLady Bich once told him, ^'to hearken only to the 
music of the ^>heres , or to the cfaants of Cherubim." Behind 
the Said ear was stuck a firesh rose ; and the golden hair was 
all drawn smoothly back and round to the left temple, 
whence , tied with a pink ribbon in a great true-lover's knot, 
a mighty love-lock, "curled as it had been laid in press," 
rolled down low upon bis bosom. Oh , Frank ! Frank ! have 
you oome out on purpose to break the hearts of all Bideford 
burghers* daughters? And if so, did you expect to f orther 
tbat tritmiph by dyeing tbat pretty little pointed beard (with 
shame I report it) of a bright vermilion? But we know you 
better, Frank, smd so does your motber; and you are but a 
masquerading angel after all, in spite of your knots and your 
perfumes , and the gold chain round your neck whicb a Ger- 

i princess gave y<m^ and the emerald ring on your right 
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fore-finger which Hatton gave yo|i; and the pair of perfamed 
gloves in your left which Sidney*s sister gave you; and the 
4iilyer-hUted Toledo which anitalian marquis gave you, on 
a certain occasion of which you never choose to talk, like a 
prudent and modest gentieman as you are : but of which the 
gOBsipstalk, ofcourse, all the more, and whisper that you 
saved his life £rom bravoes — a dozen, at the least; and had 
•that sword for your reward, and might have had his beauti- 
ful sister's band beeide , and I know not what eise : but that 
you had so many lady-loves already that you were loäth to 
bürden yourself with a fresh one. That, at least, we know 
to be a lie , fair Frank; for your heart is as pure this day as 
when you knelt in yonx little crib at Burrough , and said — 

"Foar Corners to my bed; 
Fear angels round my bead; 
Matthew, Mark, Lake, and Jobn, 
Bless the bed that I lie on/* 

And who could doubt it, (if being pure themselves, they 
have instinctive sympathy with what is pure,) who ever 
looked into those great deep blue eyes of yours, "the black 
fringed curtains of whose azure lids," usually down-dropt 
as if in deepest thought, you raise slowly, almost won- 
deringly, each time you speak, as if awakening from some 
fair dream whose home is rather in your Platonical " etemal 
World of supra- sensible forms," than on that work-day 
earth wherein you nevertheless acquit yourself so well? 
There — I must stop describing you, orl shall catch the 
infection of your own Euphuism, and talk of you as you 
would have talked of Sidney , or of Spenser , or of that Swan 
of Avon, whose song had just begun when yours — but I 
will not anticipate ; my Lady Bath is waiting to give you her 
rejoinder. 

'^Ah, my silver-tonguedscholar! and are you, then, the 
poet? or have you been drawing on the inexhaustible bank 
of your friend Raleigh, or my cousin Sidney? or has our new 
<]}ygnet Immerito lent you a few impublished leaves from 
some fresh Shepherd's Calehdar?" 

**Had either, Madam, ofthat cynosural trlad been within 
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call of my most humble importunities, your eai^ had been 
delectate with far nobler melody." 

"Bat not our eyes with fairer faces, eh? Well, you 
bave chosen your nympbs , and had good störe from whence 
to pick, I doubt not Few young Dulcinas round but 
must bave been glad to take service under so renowned a 
captain?" 

"The only difficulty, gracious Countess, had been to 
know where to üx the wandering choice of my bewiidered 
eyes, where all alikeare fair, and all alike faeund." 

"Weunderstand," saidshe, smiling; — 

**Dftn Capid, choosin^ midst his mother*fl graeeft, 
Himself more fair, made acorn of faireat facos." 

The young scholar capped her distich forthwith, and 
bowing to her with a meaning look, 

***Then, Goddcss, tum,' he cried, *and vell thy llght; 
Blinded by tliine, what eyes can choosc arigbt?* ** 

"Go, saucy Sii^," said my lady, in high glee; "the 
pageant stays your supreme pleasure." 

And away went Mr. Frank as master of the revels, to 
bring up the 'prentices* pageant; while, for his sake, the 
nymph of Torridge was forgotten for awhile by all young 
dames , and most young gentlemen ; and his mother heaved 
a deep sigh , which Lady Bath over-hearing — 

"What? in the dumps, good Madtfm, while all are re- 
joicing in your joy? Are you afraid that we court-dames 
shall tum your young Adonis* brain for him?" 

"I do, indeed, fear lest your condescension should make 
him f orget that he is only a poor squire's orphan." 

"I will Warrant himneverto forget aught that he should 
recoUeet," said my Lady Bath. 

And she spoke truly. But soon Frank's silver voice was 
heard ealling ou#, 

"Boom there, good people, for the gallant 'prentice 
lads!" 

And on they came , headed by a giant of buckram and 
pasteboard armour, forth of wbose stomach looked', like 
Westward Uol /. 4 
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a dock face in a steeple, a human visage, tobegreeted, a« 
was the fashion then, by a yolley of quips and puns from 
high and low. 

Young Mr. WilKamCary, of Clovelly, who was the wit 
of those parts , opened the fire by asking him whether he 
were Goliath, Gogmagog, or Grantorto in the romance; 
for giants' names always began with a G. To which the 
giant*8 stomach answered pretty surlily, — 

"Mine don't; I feegin with an 0." 

"Thenthou criest out before thou art hurt, oowardly 
giant!" 

"Let me out, lads," quoth the irascible visage, struggling 
in his buckram prison , *< and I soon show him whether I be a 
coward." 

"Nay, if thou göttest out of thyself, thou wouldst be 
beside thyself, and so wert but a mad giant.'* 

"And that were pity," said Lady Bath; "for by the 
romances, giants have never over-much wit to spare." 

"Mercy, dear Lady!'' said Frank, ^^and let the giant 
begin with an 0." 

«A— " 

"A false Start, giantt you were to begin with an 0.** 

"I '11 make you end with an 0, Mr. William Gary I " roared 
the testy tower of buckram. 

"And so I do, fo» I end with *Fico ! ' " 

"Bemollified, sweet giant," said Frank, "and spare the 
rash youth of yon foolish knight. Shall elephants catch 
flies, or Hurlo-Thrumbo stain bis club with brains of Da- 
gonet the jester? £e mollified; leave thy caverned grum- 
blings, like Etna when its windy wrath is past, and dis- 
course eloquence from thy central omphalos, like Pythoness 
yentriloquizing." 

"If you do begin laughing at me too , Mr. Leigh *-*-" said 
thegiant'sclock-face, in a piteous tone. 

"I laugh not. Art thou not Ordulf the earl, and I thy 
humblest squire? Speak up, my Lord; your cousin, my 
Lady Bath, commands you." 
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And at last thegiantbegan: — 

^ A giant I, Earl Ordalf men me call, — 
*Gaintt Paynim foea DeTonia*s Champion tall; 
In aingle fight aix tbouaand Tarka I alew; 
Paird off a lion*s head, and ate it too : 
With one ahrewd blow, to let Saint Edward In, 
I smote the gatea of Ezeter In twain ; 
Till aged grown, hy angcls warn*d in dream, 
I built an abbey fair by Tavy stream. 
Bat treaoheroaa time hath trippM my glories op, 
Tbe atanch old hoand mast yleld to stancher pap; 
Here *8 one ao tall aa I, and twice ao bold, 
Wberell took only caffa, takes good red gold. 
From pole to pole reaoand bia wondroaa worka, 
Who alew more Spaniards than I ere alew Tarka; 
I atrod0 aoroaa the Tary atream : bat he 
Strode roand the world and back; and here *a bei** 

"Ob, bathos l" said Lady Bath, wbile the 'prentices 
shouted applause. "Is this hedge-bantling to be fathered 
onyou, Mr. Frank?" 

"It is necessaiy, by all laws of the drama, Madam/* jsaid 
Frank, with a sly smile, "that the speech and the si)eaker 
shallfit each other. Pass on, Earl Ordulf; a more leamed 
worthy waits." 

Whereon, up came a fresh member of the procession; 
namely, no less a person than Vindex Brimblecombe, the 
ancient schoolmaster, with five-and-forty boys at bis heels, 
who halting, pulled out bis spectacles, and thus signified 
bis forgiveness of bis whilome broken head: — 

"That the world should have been circumnavigated, 
ladies and gentles, were matter enough of jubilation to the 
Student of Herodotus and Plato, Plinius and — ahem: much 
more when the circumnavigators are Britons ; more, again, 
wfaen Damnonians." 

"Don'tswear, Master," said young Will Gary. 

"Gulielme Cary, GoHelme Gary, hast thou forgotten 
thy— " 

"Whippings? Never, old ladl Go on; but let not 
the license of the scholar overtop the modesty of the Chris- 
tian." 

"More again, as I said, when, incola, inhabitants of 
Devon; but, most of all, men of Bideford school. Oh 

4* 
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renowned school! Oh school-boys ennobled hj fellowship 
with bim! Oh most happy pedagogue, to 'whom it has 
befallen to have chastised a circamnavigator, and, like an- 
other Chiron, trained another Hereules: yet more than 
Hercules, for he placed his pillars on the ocean shore, and 
then returned; but my scholar's voyage — " 

'^Hark how the old foz is praising himself all along on 
thesly,'* Said Gary. 

"Mr. William, Mr. William, peace; — silentium, my 
graceless pupil. Urge the foaming steed, and strike terror 
into the rapid stag, but meddle not with matters too high 
fortbee." 

"He has given you the dor now, Sir," said Lady Bath ; 
"let the old man say his say." 

"I bring, therefore, as my small contribution to this 
day*8 feast ; first a Latin epigram , as thus — " 

"Latin? Letushearitforthwith," criedmyLady. 

And the old pedant mouthed out, — 

/«Torriguiam Tamaria ne apemat; Lelghloa addct 
Mox terraa terria, inclyte Drake, taia/* 

' "Neat, i' faith, la!" Whereon all the rest, as in duty 
bound, approved also. 

" This for the erudite : for vulgär ears the vemacular is 
more consonant, sympathetie, instructive; as thus: — 

"Fnmcd Argo aliip, that noble chip, by doughty Jaaon^a atcering, 
Brotight back to Greece the golden fleoce, from Colclila home carecring; 
But nuw her famo ia put to ahame, while new Devonian Argo, 
Bounü carth doth run in wake of aun, and bringe a wcalthior cargo.** 

"Runs with a right fa-lal-la," observed Gary; "and 
would go nobly to a fiddle and a big drum." 

'* Ye Spaniarda, quake ! onr doughty Drake a royal awan ia teatcd, 
'On wing and oar, from shoro to shore, the raging main who breaated: — 
But ncver nccda to chant hia dccda, like awan that liea a-dying, 
80 far hia name by trump of fame, around the aphere ia flying.** 

"Hillo ho! schoolmaster!" shouted a voice from be- 
bind; "Move on, and make way for father Neptune!'* 
Whereon a whole storm of raillei-y feil upon the hapless 
ßdagogue. 
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'^ We waited f or the parson*s alligator , but we wain't f or 
your'n." 

''AUegory! my cliildren^allegory!" shrieked the man of 
letters. 

*' What do ye call he an alligator for? He is but a poor 
Utile starved evat ! " 

"Out of the road, old Custis! March on, Don Pal- 
mado!" ' 

These allusions to the usual Instrument of torture in west 
countrj schools, made the old gentleman wince; especially 
when they were followed home by — 

"Who stole Admiral Grenvile's brooms, because birch 
rodsweredear?" 

But proudly he shook his bald head, as a bull shakes off 
the flies, and retumed to the Charge once more. 

^Oreat Alexander, famed Commander, wcpt and madc a pother, 
At conqucring only half the w'orld, but Drako hatli conquerM t'othcr} 
And Hercules to brlnk of scas ! " — 

.«Oh!—" 

And clapping both hands to the back of his neck, the 
schoolmaster began dancing frantically about, while his 
boys behind broke out tittering, "0! the ochidore! look 
to the blue ochidore! WhoVe put ochidore to maister's 
pole?" 

It was too true : neatly inserted , as he stooped forward, 
between his neck and his collar, was a large live shore-crab, 
holding on tfght with both hands. 

"Gentles! good Christians! save me! I am marerodel 
Incubo , vel ab incubo , opprimor I Satanas has me by the 
poll! Help! he tears my jugular; he wrings my neck, as 
he does to Dr. Faustus in the play. Confiteorl — I confess ! 
Satan, Idefythee! Goodpeople, I confess! BaaavH^ojuail 
The truth will out. Mr. Francis Leigh wrote the epigram I " 
And diying through the crowd, the pedagoguo vanishcd 
howllng, whilefatherNeptune, crowned with sea-wceds, a 
tridentinpnehand, and a live dog-fish in the other, swag- 
gered up the street, surrounded by a tall body-guard of 
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mariners, and foUowed by a great banner, on wbich was 
depicted a globe, withDrake^s ship sailing thereon upside 
dowh, aüd örer-wi'itten — 

* "See every man the Pellcan , 

Which roond the #orId did gö, 
While her stem-post was nppermoit, 

And topmasts down beluw. 
Ahd by.the way she lost a däy,. 

Oat of hör log was Htole : 
ButNeptuno kind, with favoiiring wind, 
Hath broaght h«r saf^ ahd Whole.** 

^*N6# lads!*' cried Neptune; **hand me my parable 
that 's writ for me , and here goeth ! " And at the top of bis 
btdl-voice, be began roaring, — 

"I am King Neptane bold, 
The ruler of the seas ; 
I don*t understand much singing npon land, 
But I hope what 1 say will please. 

"Here be five Bldeford men, 

Which hare sailM the world around, 
And X watchM them well, as they all can teil, 

And brought them home safe and sound. 

*'For It is the men of Devon, 
To bee them X take delight , 
Both to tack and to hall , and to heavtt and to pnU, 
And to prove themselves in figbt.** 

**Where be those Spaniards prond, 

That make thelr vallant boasts; 
And thlnk for to keep the poor Indiana for thelr sheep, 

And to form my golden coasts ? 

***T was the devil and the Pope gave them 

My kingdom for thelr own : 
Bat my nephew Francis Drake, he caased them to quake, 

And he pick*d them to the bone. 

"For the sea my realm it is, 

As good Queen Bess*8 is the land; 
So ft-bely come agaln, all merry Devon men. 

And there'i^old Neptane*s band.*' 

" Holla, boysi holla! Blow np, Triton, and bring f orwalrd 
the fteedom of the «eas." 

Triton, roaring through a conch, brought forward a 
Cookie -Shell füll of salt- water, and delivered it solenmly to 
Amyas, who, of course, put a noble into it, and retumed it 
after Grrenvil had done Üie same. 
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"Holla, DickAdmiral!" cried Neptune, who was pretty 
far gone in liqaor; "we knew thou hadst a right English 
heart in thee, for all thou standest there as taunt as aDon 
who has swallowed his rapier." 

"Grrammercy, stop thy hello wing, fellow, and on; for 
thou smellest vilely of fish." 

"Everything smells sweet in its right place. Tm going 
home." 

"I thought thou wert there all along, bemg already half- 
seas over," said Gary. 

" Ay, right Üpsee-Dutch ; and that *s more than thouever 
wilt be, thou 'long - shore stay-at-home. Why wast making 
sheep's eyes at Mistress Salteme here, while my pretty little 
chuck of Burrough there was playing at shove-groat with 
Spanish doubloons ? " 

"Go to the devil, Sirrah!" said Gary. Neptune had 
touched on a sore subject; and more cheeks than Amyas 
Leigh's reddened at the hint. 

"Amen, if heaven so please ! " and on roUed the monarch 
oftheseas; and so the pageant ended. 

The moment Amyas had an opportunity,, he asked his 
brother Frank, somewhat peevishly, where Rose Salteme 
was?" 

"What! the mayor's daughter? With her uncle, by 
Kilkhampton, I believe." 

Now cunning Master Frank, whose daily wish was to 
"seek peace and ensue it," told Amyas this, because he must 
needs spieak the truth : bnt he was purposed at the same time 
to speak as little truth as he could, for fear of aecidents ; 
and, therefore, omitted to teil his brother how that he, two 
days before, had entreated Rose Salterne herseif to appear 
as the nymph of Torridge ; which honour she , who had no 
Objection either to exhibit her pretty face, to recite pretty 
poetry, or to be trained thereto by the cynosure of North 
Devon, would have assented willingly, but that her father 
stopped the pretty project by a peremptory coimter-more, 
and packed her off, in spite of her tears, to the said 
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uncle on the Atlantic cliflfs; after which he went up to 
Burrough, and laughed over the whole matter with Mrs. 
Leigh. 

**I am but a b\irgher, Mrs. Leigh, and you a lady of 
blood; but I am too proud to let any man say that Simon 
Salterae threw bis daughter at your son's head; — no ; not 
if you were an empress ! " 

"And, to speak truth, Mr. Salterne, there are young 
gallantff enough in the country quarrelling about her pretty 
face every day, without making her a tourney-queen to tilt 
about," 

Which was very true; for during the three years of 
Amyas's absence, -Rose Salterne had grown into so beautiful 
a girl of eighteen, that half North Devon was mad about the 
"Kose of Torridge," as she was called ; and there was not a 
young gallant for ten miles round (not to speak of her 
father's clerks and 'prentices, who moped about after her 
like so many Malvolios, and treasured up the very parings 
of her nails) who would not have gone to Jerusalem to win 
her. So that all along the vales of Torridge and of Taw, 
and even away to Clovelly (for young Mr. Gary was one of 
the sick), not a gay bachelor but was frowningon bis fellows, 
and vyeing with them in the fashion of bis clothes, the set of 
bis ruffs, the hamess of bis horse, Ihe carriage of bis hawks, 
the pattemof bis sword-hilt; and those were golden days 
for all tailors and armourers, from Exmoor to Okchampton 
town. But of all those foolish youDg ladsnot one would speak 
to the other, cither out hunting, or at the archery butts, or 
in the tilt-yard; and my Lady Bath (who confessed that 
there was no use in bringing out her daughters whcre Kose 
Salterne was in the way) prophesied in her classical fashion 
that Kose's wedding bid fair to be a very bridal of Atalanta, 
and feast of the Lapithse; and poor Mr. Will Gary, (who 
always blurted out the truth,) when Old Salterne once askcd 
bim angrily, in Bideford Market, "What a plague business 
bad he making sheep's eyes at bis daughter," brokc out 
before all by-standers, "Aud what a plague business bad 
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you, old boy, to throw such an ^pple of discord into our 
merry meetings hereabouts? If you choose to have such a 
daughter, you must take the consequeuces, and be hanged 
to you." To which Mr. Salterne answered, with some truth, 
"That she was none of bis choosing, nor of Mr. Cary's 
neither." And so the dor being given, the belligerents 
parted laughing, but the war remained in statu quo; and not 
a week passed but, by mysterious hands, some nosegay, or 
languishing sonnet, was conveyed into The ßose*s Chamber, 
all which she stowed away, with the simplicity of a country 
girl, finding it mighty pleasant; and took all compliments 
quietly enough, probaBly because, on the authority of her 
mirror, she considered them no more than her due. 

And now, to add to the general confusion, home was 
come young Amyas Leigh, more desperately in love with 
her than ever. For, as is the way with sailors, (who after alL 
are the truest lovers, as they are the finest fellows, God 
bless them, upon earth,) his lonely ship-watches had been 
spent in imprinting on his imagination, month after month, 
year after year, every feature and gesture and tone of the 
fair lass whom he had lef t behind him ; and that all the more 
intensely because, beside his mother, he had no one eise to 
think of, and was ^as pure as the day he was bom, having 
been trained as many a brave young manwasthen, to look 
upon profiigacy not as a proof of manhood, but as what 
the old Germans, and those Gortyneans who crowned 
the o£Pender with wool, knew it to be, a cowardly and 
effeminate sin. 
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CHAPTER HL 

OP TWO 6EKTLEMEN OP WALES, AND HOW THET HUNTED 
WITH THE HOUNDS, AND YET RAN WITH THE DEER. 

**I know that Defotmed; he ha« beeti a vile thief this seven 7«ar; 
h« goes np and down Uke a gentleman: I remember his name*" — 

Much Ado about Nolhing» 

AMTAi slept that night a tired and yet a tronbled sleep; 
and bis mother andFrank, as th«y bent over bis pillow, could 
see tbat bis brain was büsy with many dreams. 

And no wonder; for over and above all tbe ezcitement 
of tbe day, tbe recoUection of Jobn Orenbam bad taken 
Strange possession of bis mind; and all tbat evening, as be 
sat in tbe bay- winde wed room wbere he bad seen bim last, 
Amyas was recalling to himself every look and gesture of tbe 
lost adventurer, and wonderingat himself for so doing, tili 
be retired to sleep, only to renew tbe fancy in bis dreams. 
At last be fonnd himself, be knew not bow, sailing westward 
ever , up tbe wake of tbe setting snn , in cbase of a tiny Sful, 
whicb was Jobn Ozenbam^s. Upon bim was a painful sense 
tbat, nnlesB be came np with her in time, something featfol 
wonldcometopass: but the ship would not sali. Allaround 
floated tbe sargasso beds, clogging her bows with their long 
snaky coils of weed ; and still be tried to sail, and tried to 
fancy tbat be was sailing, tUl tbe sun went down, and all was 
utter dark. And then tbe moon arose , and in a moment 
John Oxenbam's ship was close a-board ; her sails were tom 
and fluttering; tbe pitcb was Streaming from her sides; her 
bulwarks were rotting to decay. And wbat was tbat line of 
dark objeets dangling along tbe main-yard? — A line of 
banged men ! And , borror of borrors ^ from tbe yard - arm 
close above bim John Ozenham*s corpse looked down with 
grave-ligbt eyes, and beckoned and pointed, as if to show 
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Iiim bis way, and strove to speak, and'conld not, and pointed 
Btill, not forward) but back along their coorse. And when 
Amyas looked back, behold, behind him was tiie snow ränge 
of Üie Andes glittermg in the moon, and he knew that he 
"was in the South Seas once more, and that all America was 
betw^en him and home. And still the corpse kept pointing 
back, and back, and looking at him with yeaming eyes of 
agony, and lips which longed to teil some awfal secret; tili 
he sprang np, and woke with a shout of terror, and foond 
himself lying in the little coved Chamber in dear old Bur- 
rough, with the gray' autumn moming already stealing in. 

Feverish and excited, he tried in vain to sleep again ; and 
after an hour's tossing, rose and dressed, and started fora 
bathe on his beloved old pebble ridge. As he passed his 
mother*8 door, he conld not faelp looking in. The dim light 
of moming showed him the bed ; but its pillow had not been 
pressed that night. His mother, in her long white night- 
dress, was kneeling at the other end of the Chamber at her 
prie-dieu, absorbed in devotion. Gently he slipped in 
without a Word, and knelt down at her aide. She tumed, 
smiled, passed her arm around him, and went on silently 
with her prayers. Why not? They were fbr him, and he 
knew it, and prayed also ; and his prayers were for her, and ' 
for poor lost John Ozenham, and all his vanished c^ew. 

At last she rose, and standing above him, parted the 
yellow locks fnm off his brow, and looked long and lovingly 
into his face. There was nothing to be spoken, for there 
was nothing to be concealed between those two sonls as 
dear as glass. Each knew all which the other meant; each 
knew that its own thoughts were known. At last the mutval 
gase was over; she etooped and kissed him on the brow, 
and was in the act to turn away, as a tear drofiped on his 
forefaiead. Her little bare feet were peeping out from under 
her «drees. He bent down, and kissed them again and again ; 
and then looking up^ as if to excwse himself, — 

" Yoü kare such pretty feet, mother ! " 

Ini^antly, with a woman's instinct, she had kidden them. 
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She had been a beauty once, as I said; and though her hair 
was gray, and her roses had faded long ago, she was beautifal 
still, in all eyes which saw deeper than the mere outward red 
and white. 

" Your dear father used to say so, thirty years ago." 

"Andl say so still: you always werebeautiful; youare 
beautiful now." 

"What is that to you, silly boy? Will you play the 
lover with an old mother? Go and take your walk, and 
think of younger ladies, if you can find any worthy of 
you." 

And so the son went forth, and the mother retumed to 
her prayetrs. 

He walked down to the pebble ridge, where the surges 
of the bäy have defeated their own fury, by roUing up in 
the course of ages a rampart of gray boulder-stones, some 
two miles long, as cunningly curved, and smoothed, and 
fitted, as if the work had been done by human hands, which 
protects from the high tides of spring and autumn a fertile 
sheet of smooth alluvial turf. Sniffing the keen salt air like 
a young sea-dog, he stripped and plunged into the breakers, 
and dived, and rolled, and tossed about the foam with 
V stalwart arms, tili he heard himself hailed from off the shore, 
and looking up , saw standing on the top of the rampart the 
tall figure of his cousin Eustace. 

Amyas was half-disappointed at his Coming; for, love- 
lom rascal , he had been dreaming all the way thither of 
Rose Salteme, and had no wish for a companion who would 
prevent his dreaming of her all the way back. Nevertheless, 
not having seen Eustace for three years , it wa9 but civil to 
scramble out and dress, while his cousin walked up and 
down upon the turf inside. 

Eustace Leigh was the son of a younger brother of Leigh 
of Burrow, who had more or less cut himself off from his 
family, and indeed from his countrymen, by remaining a 
Papist. True, though bom a Papist, he had not always 
been one; for, like many of the gentry, he had become a 
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Protestant und er Edward the Sizth , and then a Papist again 
under Mary. But , to his honour be it said , at that point he 
bad stopped , having too much honesly to tum Protestant a 
Becond time , as hundreds did , at Elizabeth^s accession. So 
a Papist he remained , living out of the way of the world in a 
great, rambling, darkhouse, still called^^Chapel," onthe 
Atlantic cliffs, in Moorwinstow parish, not far from Sir 
Bichard Grenvile's house of Stow. The penal laws never 
troubled him; for, in the first place, they never troubled 
any one who did not make conspiracy and rebellion an 
integral doctrine of his religious creed; and next, they 
seldom troubled even them, unless, fired with the glory 
of martyrdom, they bullied the long-suffering of Elizabeth 
and her Council into giving them their deserts, and, like 
poor Father Southwell in after years, insisted on being 
hanged , whether Burleigh liked or not. Moreover , in such 
a no-man*s-land and end-of-all-the-earth was that old house 
at Moorwinstow, that a dozen conspiracies might have been 
hatched there, without any one hearing of it; and Jesuits 
and seminary priests skulked in and out all the year round, 
unquestioned though unblest; and found a sort of piquant 
pleasure , like naughty boys who have crept into the store- 
closet, in living in mysterious little dens in a lonely turret, 
and going up through a trap-door to celebrate mass in a 
secret Chamber in the roof , where they were allowed by the 
powers that were to play as much as they chose at perse- 
cuted saints , and preach about hiding in dens and caves of 
the earth. For once, when the zealous parson of Moor- 
winstow , having discovered (what everybody knew already) 
the existence of mass priests and their idclIatry'*atChapel 
house, made formal complaint thereof to Sir Bichard, and 
called on him , as the nearest justice of the peace , to put in 
force the act of the fourteenth of Elizabeth , that worthy 
knight only rated him soundly for a fantastical puritan, and 
bade him mind his own business , if he wished not to make 
the place too bot for him; whereon (for the temporal autho- 
rities, happily for the peace of England, .kept in those days 
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a somewhat tight band upon the spiritaal ones) the worthy 
parsoQ subsided, — for, after all, Mr. Thomas Leigh paid 
bis tithes regularly enough, — and was content, as he ex- 
pressed it, to bow bis head in the bouse of BUnmon like 
Naaman of old, hj eating Mr. Leigb*s dinners as often as 
he was invited, and ignoring the vocation of old Fatber 
Francis, wbo sat opposite to him, dressed as a layman, and 
calling himself the young gentleman*s pedagogue. 

But the Said birds of ill omen bad a very considerable 
lien on the conscience of poor Mr. Thoipas Leigh, the fatber 
of Eustace , in the form of certain lands once belonging to 
the Abbey of Hartland. He more than half believed that be 
sboold be lost for bolding those lands; but be did not 
believe it whoUy, and, tberefore, he did not giye them up ; 
whieh was tb« case, as poor Mary Tudor found to her 
«orrow, with most of her **Catholic" subjects, whose con- 
scienoes, while they compelled them to retum to the only 
safe fold of Mother Church (extra quam, nulla salus), by no 
means compelled them to disgorge the wealth of which tbey 
bad plundered that only hope of their salvation. Most of 
them, however, like poor Tom Leigh, feit the abbeyrents 
bum in their purses ; and, as John Bull generally does in a 
diffioulty, compromised the matter by a second folly (as if 
two wrong things made one right one) and petted foreign 
priests, and listened, pr pretended not to listen, to their 
plottings and their practisings ; and gaye up a son here, and 
a son there, as a sort of sin-offering and scape-goat, to be 
carried off to Douay, or Rheims, or Rome, and trained as a 
seminary priest; in piain EngUsh , to be taugbt the science 
of yillany, on the motive of superstition. One of such 
bapless scape-goats , and children wbo bad been cast into 
the fire to Moloch, was Eustace Leigh, whom bis fatber bad 
sent, giving the fruit of bis body for the sin of bis soul, to 
be made a liar of at Rheims. 

And a yery fair liar he bad become. Not that the lad 
was a bad fellow at heart; but he bad been chosen by the 
ba^rpies at bome, on account of bis '^peculiar yocation;" 
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in plain Engli^b, because the wily priests had seen in bim 
certaio capacities of vague hysterical fear of the tmseen (the 
religious sentiment, we call it now-a-dajs), and withthem 
that tendency to be a rogue, whicb superstitious men always 
have. He was now a tall, bandsome, ligbt-complezioned 
man, witb a buge uprigbt forebead, a very small moutb, and 
a dry and set expression of face , wbicb was always trying to 
get free , or ratber to seem free , and indnlge in smiles and 
dimples, wbicb were proper; for one ougbt to bave Christian 
love, and if one bad love one ougbt to be cbeerfal, and 
wben people were cbeerful tbey smiled; and tberefore be 
would smüe, and tried to do ao; but bis cbarily prepense 
looked no more aUuring tban malice prepense wonld bave 
done ; and, bad be not been really a bandsome fellow, many 
a woman wbo raved about bis sweetness, would bave Ukened 
bis franknesa to tbat of a skeleton dancing in fettera, and bis 
smiles to tbe grins tbereof. 

He bad returned to England about a montb before, in 
obedience to tbe prodamation wbicb bad been set fortb for 
tbat purpose (and oertainly not before it was needed) , tbat 
'^wbosoever bad cbildren, wards, &c., in tbeparts beyond 
tbe seas, sbould send in tbeir names to tbe ordinary, and 
witbin four montbs call tbem bome again." So Eustace was 
now staying witb bis fatber at Cbapel, baving, nevertheless, 
bis private matters to transact on bebalf of tbe virtuous 
society by wbom be bad been brougbt up ; one of wbicb 
private matters bad brougbt bim to Bideford tbe nigbt 
before. 

So be sat down beside Amyas on tbe pebbles, and looked 
at bim all over out of tbe comers of bis eyes very gently, 
as if be did not wisb to burt bim, or even tbe fli^s on bis 
back; and Amyas faced rigbt rouüd, and looked bim fiili 
in tbe face, witb tbe beartiest of smiles, and beld out a lion's 
paw, wbicb Eustace took rapturously, and a great sbakjng 
of bapds ensued; Amyas griping witb a great round fist, and 
a quiet quiver tbereof, as mucb as to say , ^'I am glad to see 
you; *" and Eustace pincbing bard witb quite straigbt fingero 
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and sawing the air violently up and down, as much as to say, 
"jDon'f you see how gladl am to see you?" A very different 
greeting from the former. 

"Hold hard, old lad," said Amyas, "before you break 
my elbow. And where do you come from? " 

"From going to and fro in the earth, and from Walking 
up and down in it," said he, with a little smile and nod of 
mysterious self-importance. 

"Like the devil, eh? Well, every man has his pattem. 
How is my uncle ? " 

Now, if there was one man on earth aboye another, of 
whom Eustace Leigh stood in dread, it was his Cousin 
Amyas. In the first place, he knew Amyas could have kilied 
him with a blow; and there are natures, who,nnstead of 
rejoicing in the strength of men of greater prowess than 
themselves, look at such with irritation, dread, at last, 
spite; expecting, perhaps, that the stronger will do to them, 
what they feel they might have done in his place. Every 
one, perhaps, has that same envious, cowardly devil 
haunting about his heart; but the brave men, though they 
be very sparrows , kick him out ; the cowards keep him , and 
foster him ; and so did poor Eustace Leigh. 

Next, he could not help feeling that Amyas despised him. 
They had not met for three years : but before Amyas went, 
Eustace never could argue with him ; simply because Amyas 
treated him as beneath argument. No doubt he was often 
rüde and unfair enough ; but the whole mass of questions 
concerning the unseen world, which the pries ts had stimula- 
ted in his cousin's mind into an unhealthy fungus crop , were 
to Amyas simply, as he expressed it, "wind and moon- 
shine ; " and he treated his cousin as a sort of harmless luna- 
tic, and, as they say in Devon, "half-balced." And Eustace 
knew it ; and knew too , that his cousin did him an injustice. 
^*He used to undervalue me," said he to himself; " Let us 
see whether he does not find me a match for him now." And 
then went off into an agony of secret contritio n for his seif- 
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«eeking, andhisforgettingthat'^thegloiyof God, and not 
bis own exaltation," was the object of bis existence. 

, There, dear readers, Ex pede Herculem; I cannot tire 
myself or you (especially in this book) witb any wire-drawn 
soul-dissections. I bave tried to bint to you two opposite 
sorts of men. The one trying to \)e good witb all bis migbt 
and main, according to certain approved metbods and rules, 
whicb be bas got by beart ; and like a weak oarsman, feeling 
and fingering bis spiritual muscles over all day, to see if tbey 
are growing. Tbe otber, not even knowing wbether be is 
good or not, but just doing tbe rigbt tbing witb out thinking 
abont it, as simply as a little cbild, because tbe Spirit of God 
is witb bim. If you cannot see the great gulf fixed between 
the two , : I trast tiiat you will discover it some day. 

But in justice beit said, alltbis cameuponEu8tace,notber 
cause bewas aBomanist,but because bewas educated by tbe 
Jesuits. Had he been saved from them, be migbt bave Uved 
and died as simple and honest a gentleman as bis brotbers, 
wbo turned out like true Englisbmen (as did all tbe Bomisb 
laity) to face tbe great Armada, and one of whom was fight- 
ing at tbat very minute under St Leger in Ireland, and as 
brave and loyal a soldier as those Roman Catbolics wbose 
noble blood bas stained every CrimsBan.battle-field; but bis 
fate was appointed otherwise; and the Upas-sbadow wbicb 
bas bligbted tbe wbole Bomisb Churcb, bligbted bim also. 
"Ab! my dearest cousini" saidEustace, "How disap- 
pointed I was tbis moming at finding I had arrived just aday 
too late to witness your triumph I But I bastened to y our 
bome as soon as I could, and leaming from your motber tbat 
I sbould find you bere, burried down to bid you welcome 
again to Devon." 

"Well, old lad, it does look very natural to see you. I 
often used to tbink of you Walking the deck o' nigbts. Uncle 
and tbe girls are all rigbt, then? But is tbe old pony dead 
yet? And bow's Dick tbe smith, and Nancy? Grown a 
fine maid by now , I Warrant 'Slid , it seems balf a life tbat 
IVebeenaway." 

Weitward Hol /. 5 
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"And you really thought of your poor cousin? Be sure 
that he too , thought of you, and offered up nightly his weak 
prayers for your safety (doubtless, not without avail) to 
those saints, to whom would that you — " 

" Halt there, coz. If they are half as good f ellows as you 
and I take them for, they 11 help me without asking." 

" They havehelped you, Amyas." 

"Maybe; I'dhavedoneasmuch, I'msure, for them, if 
I'd been in their place." 

"And do you not feel, then, that you owe a debt of gra- 
titudetothem; and, aboveall, toher, whose intercessions 
have , I doubt not, availed for your preservation? Her, the 
ßtar of the sea, the all compassionate guide of the mariner?" 

"Humph!" said Amyas. "Here 's Frank, let him 
answer." 

And, as he spoke, up came Frank, and, after due greetings, 
sat down beside them on the ridge. 

"I say, brother, here*s Eustace trying already to convert 
me; and telling me that I owe all my luck to the Blessed 
Virgin's prayers for me." 

"It may be so ," said Frank; "at least you owe it to the 
prayers of that most pure and peerless virgin, by whose 
commands you sailed; the sweet incense of whose orisons 
have gone up for you daily, and for whose sake you were 
preserved from flood and foe, that you might spread the 
fame and adyance the power of the spotless championess of 
truth, and right, and freedom, — Elizabeth, your 
queen." 

Amyas answered this rhapsody, which would have been 
then both fashionable and sincere, by a loyal chuckle. 
Eustace smiledmeekly: but answered somewhat venomous- 
ly nevertheless, 

"I, at least, am certain that I speak the truth, when I call 
my patroness a virgin undefiled." 

&oth the brothers* brows clouded at once. Amyas, as 
he lay on his back on the pebble^ , said quietly to the guUs 
over his head, 
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''I wonder what the Frenchman, whose head I cut off at 
the Azores , thinks by now about all that.'' 

'' Cut offaFrenchman's head?*' said Frank. 

^'Yes, faith; and so flesbed my maiden sword. 1*11 teil 
yon. It was in some tavem ; I and George Drake had gone 
in, and there sat this Frenchman, with his sword on the 
table, ready for a quarrel, (I found afterwards he was a 
noted bully,) and begins with us loudly enough about this 
and that; but, after awhile, by the instigation of the devil, 
what does he vent bat a dozen slanders against her Majesty*8 
honoor, one a-top of the other. I was ahsamed to hear them, 
and I should be more ashamed to repeat them.** 

''I haye heard enough of such," said Frank. ^^They 
eome mostly throngh lewd rascals abont the Freneh ambas- 
lador, who have been bred (God help them) among the 
^filthy vices of that Medicean court, in which the Queen of 
Seots had her schooling; and can only perceire in a vir» 
tuous freedom, a cloak for licentiousness like their own. 
Let the cors bark ; Hord sott qxd mal y pense is our motto , and 
shall be for erer." 

** But I didn't let the cur bark ; for I took him by the ears, 
to show him out into the street Whereon he got to his 
sword j and I to mine ; and a very near chance I had of never 
bathing on the pebble-ridge more; for the fellow did not 
fight with edge and buckler, like a Christian, but had some 
new-fangled Freneh devil's device of scryming and foining 
with his point, ha'ing ^nd stamping, imd tracing at me, 
that I expected to be fiül of eyelet-holes ere I could dose 
with him.*' 

« Thank God that you are safe , then ,'* said Frank. << £ 
know that piay^ell enough, and dangerous enough it is.** 

"Of eourse you know it; but I didn't, more 's the pity.** 

<< Well , I *11 teach it thee , lad, as well as Eowland Yorke 
himMlf,*' 

** Ttay flaotnre ,l|arrioade , and aly paaaata , 
Thy atramazon, and reaoluU atoocaU, 
Wipingmaudritta, closing embrocata. 
And all the oant of the hononrable fenoing myatery.^* 

5* 
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"RowlandYorke? Who'she, then?"- 

'^ A very roystering rascal , who is making good profit in 
London just now hy teaching this very art of fence; and is 
as likely to have bis mortal thread clipt in a tavem brawl , as 
thy Frenchman. But ho w did you escape bis pinking iron ? " 

" How? Had it through my left arm before I conld look 
round; and at tbat I got mad, and leapt upon bim, and 
caugbt bim by tbe wrist, and tben had a fair eide-blow ; and, 
as fortune would bare it, off tumbied bis bead on to tbe 
table, andtbere wasanendofbisslanders." 

''So perish all her enemies!'* said Frank; and Eustace, 
who had been trying not to listen, rose and said, 

''I trust tbat you do not number me among them? " 

" As you speak , I do , coz.," said Frank. " But for your 
own sake , let me advise you to put faith in tbe true report of 
those who have daily experience of their mistress's excellent 
virtue, as they have of tbe sun's shining, and of tbe earth's 
bringing forth fruit, and not in tbe tatüe of a few cowardly 
back-stair rogues, who wisb to curry favour with tbe Guises. 
Come, we will say no more. Walk round with us by Apple- 
dore , and tben bome to breakfast" 

But Eustace declined, having immediate business, he 
said, inNortham town, and tben in Bideford, and so left 
tbem to lounge for anotber balf-bour on tbe beach, and 
tben walk' across tbe smooth sheet of turf to tbe little white 
fishing village, which Stands some two miles above tbe bar, 
at tbe meeting of tbe Torridge and tbe Taw. 

Now it came to pass, tbat Eustace Leigh, as we have 
Seen, told bis cousins tbat be was going to Nortbam: but he 
did not teil tbem tbat bis point was really tbe same as their 
own, namely, Appledore; and, tberefoA>, after having 
satisfied bis^conscience by going as far as tbe verynearest 
house in Nortbam village, be Struck away sharp to tbe left 
across tbe fields, repeating I know not what to tbe Blessed 
Virgin all tbe way ; whereby he went sji^ervl miles out of bis 
road; and also, as is tbe wont of crOT>ked spirits, Jesuits 
especially, (as three centuries süjfficiently testify,) only 
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ontwitted himself. For his cousins going merrily, like 
honest men, along the straight road across the turf , arrived 
in Appledore, opposite the little '^ Marineres Rest" Inn, 
jast in time to see what Eustace had taken so much troabie 
to hide £rom them, nameiy, fonr of Mr. Thomas Leigh*s 
horses standing at the door, held by his groom, saddles 
and mail-bags on back, and mounting three of them, 
Eustace Leigh and two stränge genüemen. 

"There*s one lie already this moming," growled Amyas; 
" he told US he was going to Northam." 

*^And we do not know that he has not been there/* 
blandly suggested Frank. 

«Why, yon are as bad aJestdt as he, to helphimout 
with such a fetch." 

'' He may have changed his mind.'* 
^ "Bless your pure imagination, my sweet boy," said 
Amyas, laying his great band on FraÄik*s head, and mi- 
micking his moth^r's manner. **I say, dear Frank, let*s 
Step into this shop , and buy a penn3rworth of whip-cord." 

" What do you want with whip-cord , man ? " 

** To spin my top , to be sure." 

" Top? how long hast had a top?" 

''I'll büy one, then, and save my conscience; but the 
upshot of this sport I must see. Why may not I have an ex- 
cuse ready made as well as Master Eustace ? " 

So saying, he pulled Frank into the little shop, unob- 
served by the party at the inn door. 

*' What Strange cattle has he been importing now? Look 
atthat three-legged fellow, trying to get aloft on the wrong 
side. How he claws at his horse*s ribs , like a cat scratching 
an eider stem!"^ 

The three-legged man wasatall, meek-looking person, 
who had bedizened himself with gorgeous garments , a great 
feather, and a sword so long and broad, that it differed 
little in size from t^ very thin and stiff shanks, between 
which it wandered uncomfortably. 

**Young David in Saul's wespons," said Frank. «*He 
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had better not go in them, for he certainly has notproved 
them." 

*'Look, if his third leg is not tonied into a taill Why 
does not some one in charity haul in half-a-yard of hisbelt 
forhim?" 

It was too true; the sword, after being kicked out three 
or four times from its uncomfortable post between bis lege, 
had retumed unconquered; and the hilt getting a little too 
far back by reason of the too great length of i^e belt, the 
weapon took up its post triumphantly behind , standingout 
point in air , a tail confest, amid the tittering of the osüers, 
and the cheers of the sailors. 

At last the poor man, by dint of a chair, wasmottnted 
safely, while his fellow stranger, a burly, coarse-looking 
man, equally gay, and rather niore handy, made sofierce 
a rush at his saddle, that like 'Waulting ambition who^ 
o'erleaps his seile," he "feil on t*other side:" or would 
have fallen, had he not been bronght np short by the 
Shoulders of the ostler at bis off-stirrupw In which shock off 
came hat and feather. 

" Pardie , the buUdog-faced one is a fighting man. Dost 
see, Frank? he has had his head broken." 

"That scar came not, myson, but by a pair of most Ca- 
tholic and apostolic'scissors. My gentle buzzard, thatis a 
priest's tonsure." 

"Hang the dog! 0, that the sailors may but see it, and 
put bim over the quay head. I Ve a half mind to go and do 
itmyself." 

"My dear Amyas," said Frank, laying two fingere on 
his arm, "these men, whosoever they are, are the guests 
of our uncle, and therefore the guests of dar family. Harn 
gained little by Publishing Noah*s shame ; neither shall we, 
by Publishing our uncle*s." 

"Murrain on you, old Franky, you never let a man 
speak his mind, and shame the devil.y 

"I have lived long enough in courra, old Anlyas, without 
amurrain on you, to have found out first, that it is not so 
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easy to shame the devil; and secondly, that it is better to 
ontwit him; and the only way to do that, sweet chuck, is 
rery of ten not to speak your mind at all. We will go down 
and yisit them at Chapel in a day or two, and see if we 
cannot serve these reynards as the badger did the fox, when 
he foiind him in bis hole , and eould not get him out by evil 
savours." 

"Howthen?" 

" Stuck a sweet nosegay in the door, which tumed Rey- 
nard's stomach at onee; and so oyercame evil with good." 

"Well, thou art toogood for this world , that'scertain; 
so we will go home to breakfast. Those rogues are out of 
sight by now." 

Nevertheless, Amyas was not proof against the tempta- 
tion öf going over to tiie inn door, and asking who were the 
gentlemen who went with Mr. Leigh. 

** Gentlemen of Wales,," said the ostler, "who came last 
night in a pinnaee from Milford-haven, and their names, 
Mr. Morgan Evans and Mr. Evan Morgans." 

"Mr. Judas Iscariot, and Mr. Iscariot Judas," said 
Amyas between bis teeth, and then observed aloud, "that 
the Welsh gentlemen seemed rather poor horsemen." 

" So I said to Mr. Leigh's groom , your worship. But he 
says that those parts be so uncommon rough and moun- 
tainous, that the poor gentlemen , you see, being enforced 
to bunt on foot, have no such opportunities asyoung gen- 
tlemen hereabout, like your worship; whom God preserve, 
and send a Tirtuous lady , and one worthy of you." 

"Thou hast a villanously glib tongue, fellowl" said 
Amyas, who was thoroughly out of humour; "and a 
sneaking down visage too , when I come to look at you. I 
doubt but you are a Papist too , Idol" 

"Well, Sir! and what if I am? I trust I don*t break the 
Qneen*s laws by that. If I don*t attend Northam church, I 
pay my month's Shilling for the use of the poor, as the Act 
^djkcU'y and beyond that, neither you nor any man dare 
demandofme." 
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"Dare! Act directs! You rascally lawyer, you! and 
whence does an ostler like you get yonr Shilling to pay 
withal? Answer me." The examinate found it so difficolt 
to answer the question, that he suddenly became afflicted 
with deafoess. 

"Do you hear?" roared Amyas, catching at him with 
his lion's paw. 

"Yes, Missus; anon, anon, Missus!" quoth he to an 
imaginary landlady inside, and twisting under Amyas's 
hand like an eel, vanishedinto thehouse, while Frank got 
the hot-headed youth away. 

"What a plague is one to do , then? That fellow was a 
Papist spy!" 

" Of course he was ! " said Frank. 

" Then, what is one to do , if the whole county is füll of 
them?" 

"Not to make fools of ourselves about them; and so 
leave them to make fools of themselves." 

"That 's all very £ne: but — well, I shall remember the 
yillain*s face if I see him again." 

" There is no härm in Ihat ," said Frank. 

"Gladyouthinkso." 

"Don'tquarrelwithme, Amyas, thefirstday." 

" Quarrel with thee , mydarlingold fellow! Ihadsooner 
kiss the dust off thy feet, if I were worthy of it. So now 
away home ; my inside cries cup-board." 
^ In the mean while Messrs. Evans and Morgans were riding 
away, as fast as the rough by-lanes would letthem, along 
the fresh coast of the bay, steering carefully clear of 
Northam town on the one hand, and on the other, of Port- 
ledge, where dwelt that most Protestant justice of the 
peace, Mr. Coffin. And.it was well for them that neither 
Amyas Leigh, or indeed any other loyal Englishman, was 
by when they entered, as they shortly did, the lonely 
woods which stretch along the southem wall of the bay. 
For there Eustace Leigh puUed up short; andbothheand 
his gropm, leaping from their horses, knelt down humbly in 
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the wet grass, and implored the blessingof the two valiant 
gentlemen of Wales, who, having graciously bestowed it 
with three fingers a-piece, became thenceforth no longer 
Morgan Evans and £yan Morgans, Welshmen and genüe- 
men; but Father Parsons and Father Campian, Jesoits, 
and gentlemen in no sense in which that word is applied in 
this book. 

After a few minutes , the party were again in motion, 
ambling steadily and cautiously along the high table-land, 
toward Moorwinstow in the west; while beneaüi them on the 
right, at the mouth of rich-wooded glens, opened vistas of 
the bright blue bay, and beyond it tiie sand hills of Braun- 
ton, and the ragged rocks of Morte; while ÜEur away to the 
north and west the lonely isle of Lundy hang like a soft gray 
dond. 

Bat they were not destined to reach their point as 
peaceably as they could have wished. For just as they got 
opposite Clovelly Dike, the huge old Koman encampment 
which Stands about mid-may in their joumey, they heard a 
halloo from the valley below, answered by a fainter one far 
a-head. At which, like a couple of rogues , (as indeed they 
were,) Father Campian and Father Parsons looked at each 
other, and then both stared round at the wild, desolate, 
open pasture, (for the country was then all unenclosed,) 
and the great dark furze-grown banks above their heads ; 
and Campian remarked gently to Parsons, that this was a 
very dreary spot, and likely enough for robbers. 

"Alikelierspotfor US, Father," saidEustace, punning. 
"The old Bomans knew what they were about when they 
put their legions up aloffc here to overlook land and sea for 
miles away ; and we may thank them some day for their lea- 
Tings. The banks are all sound; there is plenty of good 
water inside; and," (added he in Latin,) <^in case ourSpanish 
Mends — you understand?" 

^PatAca verba, my son!" said Campian: but as he spoke, 
np from the ditch close beside him, as if rising out of the 
earth , burst through the furze-bushes an armed cayalier. 
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'* Pardon y genüemen!" shouted he, as the Jesuit and 
bis horse recoiled against the groom. '* Stand, for yoor 
HvesI" 

^^Maler cüdorumV* moanedCampian: whilePar8ons,whOy 
as all the world knows, was a blustering bully enough, (at 
least with his tongae,) asked: *^ What a murrain right had 
he to stop honest folks on the Queen*s highway?" confirming 
the same with a mighty oath, which he set down as peccaium 
venialej on account of the sudden necessity; nay, indeed 
fraus pia, as proper to support the character ofthat yaliant 
gentleman of Wales , Mr. Evan Morgans. But the horseman, 
taking no notice of his hint, dashed across the nose of 
Eustace Leigh*s horse , with a '^ Hillo , old lad ! where ridest 
so early?'* and peering down for a moment into theruts of 
the narrow track-way, Struck spurs into his horse , shouting, 
"A fresh slot! right away for Hartland! Forward, gentle- 
menall! follow, follow, follow!" 

^^Whoisthbroysterer?" asked Parsons, loftily. 

'^WillCary, ofClovelly; anawfulheretic: andhere come 
mqre behind." 

And as he spoke, four or five more mounted gallants 
plunged in and out of the great dikes, and thundered on 
behindtheparty; whose horses, quite understanding what 
game was up, burst into füll gallop, neighing and squealing; 
'and in another minute the hapless Jesuits were hurlmg along 
over moor and moss after a '^ hart of grease." 

Parsons, who, though a Yulgar bully, was no coward, 
supported the character of Mr.* Evan Morgans well enough; 
and he would haye really ei^joyed himself , had he not been 
in agonies of fear lest those precious saddlebags in front of 
him should break from their lashings, and roUing to the 
earth, expose to the hoofsofheretic horses, perhaps to the 
gaze of heretic eyes, such a cargo of buUs, dispensations, 
secretcorrespondences, seditioustracts, andsoforth, that 
atthe yery thought of their being seen, his head feit loose 
upon his Shoulders. But the future martyr behind him, Mr. 
Morgan Erans, gave himself up at once to abject despair, 
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and M he btunped and rolled along, songlit vainly for com* 
fort in professional ejaculations in the Latin tongue. 

"• Mater interner ata l Eripe'me e — Ughl I am down! Ad- 
liasit pavimento veuter! — No ! I am not! Et dilectum tuum # 
. potestate cams ^ Ah ! Audisti me tnter comua unicomium ! — 
Put this, too, down in — ugh! — thy acconnt in favour of 
my poor — oh , sharpness of this saddle ! Oh whither, bar- 
barous islanders ! " 

Now riding on his quarter, not in the rough trackway 
like a cockney, but through the soft heather like a sports* 
man, was a very gallant knight whom we all know well by 
this time, Richard Grenvile by name; who had made Mr. 
Gary and the rest his guests the night before, and then 
ridden out with tiiem at five o'cloek that moming, after the 
wholesome early ways of the time , to rouse a well-known 
stag in the glens at Buckish, by help of Mr. Coffin's hounds 
from Portledge. Who beiug as good a Latiner as Campian's 
seif, and over-hearing both the scraps of psalm and Üie 
"barbarous islanders," pushed his horse alongside of Mr. 
Eustace Leigh, and at the first check said, with two low 
bows toward the two strangers — 

'^I hope Mr. Leigh will do me the honour of introducing 
me to his guests. I should be sorry, and Mr. Gary also , that 
any gentle strangers should become neighbours of ours, 
even for a day, without our knowing who they are who 
honour our westem Thule with a visit; and showing them 
ourselyes all due requital for the compliment of their pre- 
senee.*^ 

After which, the only thing which poor Eustace could 
do, (especially as it was spoken loud enough for all by- 
Standers,) was to introduce in due form Mr. Evan Morgans 
and Mr. Morgan Evans, who, hearing the name, and what 
was worse , seeing the terrible face with its quiet searching 
eye , feit like a brace of partridge-poults cowering in th« 
stubble, with a hawk hanging ten feet over their heads. 

"Gentlemen," said Sir Richard blandly, cap in band; 
*'I fear that your maus must bare been somewhat in your 
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way in this unexpected gallop. If you will permit my groom, 
who is behind, to disencumber you of them and carry them 
to Chapel, you will both confer an honour pn me, and be 
enabled yourselves to see tbe mort more pleasanüy." 

A twinkle of fon, in spite of all bis ^fforts, played about 
good Sir Ricbard's eye as he gave this searching lunt The 
two Welsh gentlemen stammered ont clumsy thanks ; and 
pleading great haste and fatigue from a long joumey, con- 
trived to fall to the rear, and vanish with their guides, as 
soon as the slot had been recovered. 

'*Will!^' Said Sir Richard, pushing alongside of young 
Gary. 

"Yourworship?" 

"Jesuits, Will!" 

'^May the father of lies fly away with them over the 
nearest cliff!" 

*'He will not do that while this Irish trouble is about. 
Those fellows are come to practise here for Saunders and 
Desmond." 

**Perhap8 they have a consecrated banner in their bag, 
the scoundrels ! Shall I and young Coffin on and stop them ? 
Hard if the honest men may not rob the thieves once in 
a way." 

<'No; giye the devil rope, and he will hang himself. 
Keep thy tongue at home , and thine eyes too , Will." 

"Howthen?" 

^'Let Clovelly beach be watched night and day like any 
mouse-hole. No one can land round Harty point with these 
south-westers. Stop every fellow who has the ghost of an 
Irish brogue, come he in or go he out, and send him over 
tome." 

" Some one should guard Bude haven , Sir." 

^'Leave that to me. Now then, forward, gentlemen all, 
or the stag will take the sea at the Abbey." 

And on they crashed down the Hartland glens, through 
the oak-scrub and the great crown-fems; and the baying of 
ihe slow-hound and the tantaras of the hom died away für- 
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ther and fainter toward the blue Atlantic, while tbe con- 
spirators, with lightened hearts, pricked fast across Bursdon 
upon their evil errand. Bat Eustace Leigh had other 
thoughts and other cares than the safety of his father's two 
mysterions guests , important as that was in his eyes ; for he 
was one of the many who had drunk in sweet poison (though 
in his ease it could hardly be ealled sweet) from the magic 
glances of the Rose of Torridge. He had seen her in the 
town, and for the first time in his life fallen utterly in love ; 
and now that she had come down close to his father*s house, 
he looked on her as a lamb fallen unawares into the jaws of 
the greedy wolf , which he feit himself to be. For Eustace's 
love had little or nothing of chivalry, self-sacrifice, or purity 
in it; those were virtues which were not taught at Eheims. . 
Carefol as the Jesuits were over the practical morality of 
their pupils, their severe restraint had little efFect in pro- 
ducing real habits of self-control. What little Eustace had 
leamt of women from them, was as base and vulgär as the 
rest of their teaching. What could it be eise , if insfiUed by 
men educated in the schools of Italy and France, in the age 
which produced the foul novels of Cinthio and Bandello, 
and compelled Babelais, in order to escape the rack and 
stake , to hide the light of his great wisdom, not beneath ^ 
bushel, but beneath a dunghill ; the age in which theBomish 
Church had made marriage a legalized tyranny, and the 
laity, by a natural and pardonable revulsion, had exalted 
adultery into a virtue and a science ? That all love was lust ; 
that all women had their price; that profligacy, though an 
ecclesiastical sin, was so pardonable, if not necessary, as 
to be hardly a moral sin, were notions which Eustace must 
needs have gathered from the hints of his preceptors; for 
their written works bear to this day fallest and foulest testi- 
mony that such was their opinion ; and that their conception 
of the relation of the sexes was really not a whit higher than 
that of theprofligate laity who confessed to them. He longed 
to marry Rose Salteme, with a wild selfish fury; but only 
that he might be able to claim her as his own property, p-^ 
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keep all others from her. Of her as a co-equal and eimobling 
helpmate; as one in whoie honooi*, glory, growthofheurt 
and loul , his own were inextricably wrapt np , he had neyer 
dreamed. Marriage would prevent God from being angry 
wlth that, with which otherwise He might be angry; and 
therefore the sanction of theChurch was the more ^^probable 
and safe** eonrse. Bat as yet his snit was in very embrjo. 
He eoold not even teil whetherRose knewof hislove; and 
he wasted miserable hours in maddening thoughts, and tost 
all night upon his sleepless bed, and rose next momingfierce 
and pale, to invent fresh ezeuses for going over to her unde'i 
house, and lingering about the fniit which he dared not 
Bnatch. 
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CHAPTEK IV. 

THX TWO WAYft OF BEING CROST l» LOVS. 

**I conid not love theo, dear, so mach, 
Loved I not honour more.** — Lotxulcs. 

Ahd what all this while has become of the fair breaker 
of 80 many hearts , to whom I have not yet even introduced 
myreaders? 

She was sitting in tbe little farm-bouse beside tbe mill, 
buried in tbe green deptbs of tbe Valley of Combe, balf-way 
between Stow and Cbapel, sulking as mucb as ber sweet 
nature would let ber, at being tbus sbut out £rom all tbe 
grand doings atBideford, and foi-ced to keep a Martinmas 
Lent in tbat far westem glen. Sa lonely was sbe, in faet, 
that tbougb sbe regarded Eustace Leigb witb somewbat of 
ayersion, and (being a good Protestant) witb a great deal 
of suspieion, she could not find it in ber beart to avoid a 
Chat witb bim wbenever he came down to the farm and to its 
mill, wbieb be contrived to do, on I know not what would-be 
errand, almost every day. Her uncle and annt at first looked 
stiff enougb at tbese visits, and tbe latter took care always 
to make a third in every conversation; but still Mr. Leigb 
was a gentleman*s son , and it would not do to be rüde to a 
neigbbouring squire and a good customer; and Rose was 
the rieb man*s daughter , and they poor cousins , so it would 
not do eitber to quarrel witb ber; and besides, tbe pretty 
miud, half by wilfulness and half by ber sweet winning 
tricks, generally contrived to get ber own way wberesoever 
she went; and sbe berself bad been wise enougb to beg ber 
annt never to leave tbem alone, — for sbe " could not a-bear 
the sigbt of Mr. Eustace, only sbe must have some one to talk 
witb down bere." On whicb her aunt considered, that she 
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herseif was but a simple country woman; and that towns- 
•folks' ways of course must be very different from hers ; and 
that people knew their own business best; and so forth , and 
let things go on their own way. Eustace , in the meanwhile, 
who knew well that the difFerence in creed between him and 
Rose was likely to be the very hardest obstacle in the way 
of his love, took care to keep his private opinions well in the 
back-ground; and instead of trying to convert the folk at the 
mill, daily bought milk or flour from them, and gaveit 
away to the old women in Moorwinstow (who agreed that 
after all, for a Papist, he was a godly young man enough) ; 
and at last, having taken counsel with Campian and Parsons 
on certain political plots then on foot, came with them to 
the conclusion that they would all three go to Church the 
nezt Sunday. Where Messrs. Evan Morgans and Morgan 
Jßyans, having crammed up the rubrics beforehand, behaved 
themselves in a most orthodox and unezceptionable manner; 
as did also poor Eustace , to the great wonder of all good 
folks , and then went home flattering himseif that he had 
taken in parson, clerk, and people; not knowing in his 
simple nnsimplicity, and cunning foolishness, that each 
good wife in the parish was saying to the other, " He tumed 
Protestant? The devil tumed monk! He*s only after 
Mistress Salteme, the young hypocrite." 

But if the two Jesuits found it expedient, for the holy 
cause in which they were embarked, to reconcile themselves 
outwardly to the powers that were, they were none the less 
busy in private in plotting their oyerthrow. 

Ever since April last they had been playing at hide-and- 
seek through the length and breadth of England, andnow 
they were only lying quiet tili expected news from Irelandr 
should give them their cue, and a great "riöing of the west" 
should sweep from her throne that sti^-necked, persecuting, 
excommunicate , reprobate, illegitimate , and profligate 
usurper, who falsely called herseif the Queen of England. 

For they had as stoutly persuaded themselves in those 
days, as they have in these (with a real Baconian contempt 
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of the results of sensible experience), that the heart of 
England was really with them, and that the British nation 
was on the point of retuming to the bosom of the Catholic 
Chorch, andigiving np Elizabeth to be led in chains to the 
feet of the rightfulLord of Creation, the Old Man of the 
Seven Hills. And this fair hope , which has been skipping 
just in front of them for centuries , always a step further oßj 
like the place where the rainbow touches the ground, they 
used to announce at times, in language which terrified old 
Mr. Leigh. One day, indeed, as Eustace entered bis 
father*s private room, after bis usual visit to the mill, he 
could hear voices high in dispute; Parsons, as usual, bluster- 
ing; Mr. Leigh peevishly deprecating, and Campian, who 
was really the sweetest-natured of men, trying to pour oil 
on the troubled waters. Whereat Eustace (for the good 
of the cause, of course) stopped outside and listened. 

" My excellent Sir," said Mr. Leigh, " does not your veiy 
presence here show how I am affected toward the holy cause 
of the Catholic faith? But I cannot in the meanwhile forget 
that I am an Englishman." 

«And what is England?" said Parsons: ^'A heretic and 
schismatic Babylon, whereof it is written, * Oome out of her, 
my j^eople, lest you be partaker of her plagues.' Yea, what 
is a country? An arbitrary division of territory by the 
princes of this world, who are nought, and come to nought 
They are created by the people's will; their existence 
depends on the sanction of him to whom all power is given in 
heaven and earth — our holy father Üie Pope. Take away 
thelatter, and what is a king? — the people who hare made 
him, may unmake him." 

'<My dear Sir, recoUect that I have swom allegianceto 
Queen Elizabeth!" 

^'Yes, Sir, you have, Sir; and, as I have shown at large 
in my writings , you were absolved from that ailegiance from 
the moment that the bull of Pius the Fifth declared her a 
heretic and excommunicate, and thereby to have forfeited 
all dominion whatsoever. I teil you, Sir, whatithought 
Westward Ho! L 6 
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you should have known alreadj, that since tbe year 1569, 
England has had no Queen, no magistrates, no laws, no 
lawfdl authority whatsoeyer; and that to own allegiance to 
any£nglishmagistrate, Sir, or to plead in an English coort 
of law, is to disobey the apostolic precept, ^How dare you 
goto law beforetheunbelievers?* I teil you, Sir, rebellion 
is now not merely permitted, it is a duty." 

"Take care, Sir; for God's sake, take care!" said Mr. 
Leigh. "Right or wrong, I cannot have such language 
used in my house. For the sake of my wife and ehildren, I 
cannot!" 

"My dear brother Parsons , deal more gently with the 
flock," interposed Campian. "Your opinion, though pro- 
bable, as I well know, in the eyes of most of our order, is 
hardly safe enough here; the opposite is at least so safe that 
Mr. Leigh may well excuse bis conscience for accepting (it. 
After all, are we not sent hither to proclaim this very thing, 
and to relieve the souls of good Catholics from a bürden 
which has seemed to them too heavy?" 

" Yes," said Parsons half sulkily, "to allow all Balaams 
who will to sacrifice to Baal, while they call themselves by 
the name of the Lord." 

"My dear brother, have I not often reminded you that 
Naaman was allowed to bow himself in the house ofBimmon? 
And can we therefore complain of the office to which the 
Holy Father has appointed us, to declare to such as Mr. 
Leigh his especial grace, by which the bull of Plus the Fifth 
(on whose soul Godhave mercy!) shall henceforth bind the 
Queen and the heretics only ; but in no ways the Catholics, 
at least as long as the present tyranny prevents the pious 
purposes of the bull? " 

"Be it so, Sir; be it so. Only observe this, Mr. Leigh, 
that our brother Campian confesses this to be a tyranny. 
Observe, Sir, that the bull does still bind the so-called 
Queen, and that she and her magistrates are still none the 
less usurpers, non-entities, and shadows of a shade. And 
observe this, Sir, that when that which is lawful is excused 



BEING GBOST IN LOVB. 83 

to the weak, it remains no less lawful to the strong. The 
seren thousand who had not bowed the knee to Baal did not 
slaj his priests; but Elijah did, and won to himself a good 
reward. And if the rest of the ehildren of Israel linned not 
in not slaying Eglon, yet Ehnd*8 deed was none the less 
jnstified by all laws human and divine." 

<<ForheaYen'ssake, donottalkso, Sir! or I must leave 
tiie room. What haVe I to do with Ehud and Eglon, and 
slaughters, and tyrannies? Our Queen is a very good Queen, 
if Heayen would but grant her repentance, aiid tum her to 
the tme faith. I have never been troubled about religion, 
nor any one eise that I know of in the west country." 

<'You forget Mr. Trudgeon of Launceston, father, and 
poorFatherMayne," interposed Eustace, who had by this 
time slipped in; and Campian added softly — 

^' Yes , your West of England also has been honoured by 
its martyrs, as well as my London by the predous blood 
of Story." 

"What, young malapert?" cried poor Leigh, facing 
round upon his son, glad to find any one on whom he might 
?ent his ill humour; "are you, too, against me, with a 
nurrain on you? And pray, what the devil brought Cuthbert 
jiayne to Üie gallows, and tumed Mr. Trudgeon (he was 
always a foolish hot-head) out of house and home, but just 
such treasonable talk as Mr. Parsons must needs hold in my 
house, to make a beggar of me and my ehildren, as he will 
before he has done? " 

" The blessed Virgin forbid! " said Campian. 

" The blessed Virgin forbid? But you must help her to 
forbid it, Mr. Campian. We should never have had the law 
of 1571 , against bulls, and Agnus Deis , and blessed grains, 
if the Pope's bull of 1569 had not made them matter of trea- 
son, by preventing a poor creature's saving his soul in the 
tme Church without putting his neck into a halter by deny* 
ingthe Queen's authority." 

"What, Sir?" almost roared Parsons , "doyoudareto 
speak evil of the edicts of the Vicar of Christ?" 

6* 
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'<I? No. Ididn't. Who says I did? All I meant wss, 
I am sure — Mr. Campian, you are a reasonable man , speftk 
for me." 

**Mr. Leigh only meant, I am sure, tbat the Holy Father'fl 
pnident intentions have been so far defeated by tbe per- 
verseness and invincible misunderstanding of the heretief^ 
tbat tbat wbich was in itself meant for tbe good of the 
oppressed Englisb Catbolics bas been perverted to their 
barm.'* 

**And tbuB, Reverend Sir," said Enstace, glad to get into 
bis fatber*s good graces again, ^^myfatberattaebesblaniA, 
not to tbe Pope— Heaven forbid! — but to tbe pravity of bis 
enemies.*' 

*'And it is fortbis veryreason," saidCampian, '^tbatwe 
bave brougbt witb us tbe present mercifol ezplanation of the 
bulL" 

"1*11 teil you wbat, gentlemen," said Mr. Leigb, wbo, 
like otbiBr wes^ men , grew in valour as bis Opponent seemed 
inelined to make peace, ^'I don't tbink tbe declaration was 
needed. After tbe new law of 1571 was made, it was never 
put in force tili Mayne and Trudgeon made fools of tbem- 
selves, and tbat was fall six years. Tbere were a few 
offenders, tbey say, wbo were brougbt up and admonisbed, 
and let go; but even tbat did not bappen down bere, and 
need not bappen now, unless you put my son bere (for you 
sball never put me, I Warrant you) upon some deed wbich 
bad better be left alone, and so bring us all to sbame." 

"Your son, Sir, if not openly vowed to God, bas, I bope, 
a due sense of tbat inward vocätion wbicb we bave seen in 
bim , and reverences bis spiritual fatbers too well to listen to 
tbe temptations of bis earthly fatber." 

"Wbat, Sir, will you teacb my son to disobey me?" 

" Your son is ours also , Sir. Tbis is stränge language in 
one wbo owes a debt to tbe Cburcb, wbicb it was cbatitably 
&ncied be meant to pay in tbe person of bis cbild." . 

These last words toucbed poor Mr. Leigh in a sore point, 
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änd breaking all bounds , he swore roundly at Parsons , trho 
fftood f oaming with rage. 

"A plagae upon you, Sir, and a black assizes for you, for 
yon will come to the gallows yet ! Do you mean to taunt me 
iö my own house with that Hartland land? You had better 
go back and ask those who sent yon , where the dispensation 
to hold the land is, which they promised to get me years ago, 
and have gone on putting me off, tili they have got my 
money, and my son, and my conscience, and I vowbefore 
all the saints, seem now to want my head over and above. 
Gk)d help me!" — and the poor man's eyes fairly filled with 
tears. 

Kow was Enstace*» tum to be ronsed; for, after all, he 
Was an Englishman and a gentleman ; and he said kindly 
enough, butfirmly — 

"Courage, my dearest father. Remember that I am still 
foxa son, and not a Jesnit yet; and whether I ever becöme 
öue, I promise yon, will depend mainly on the treatraent 
which you meet with at the hands of these reterend gentle- 
men, UsfT whom I, as having brought Üieta hither, must con- 
slder myself as surety to you." 

If a powder-barrel had exploded in the Jesuits' faces, 
tiiey cottld not have been more amazed. Campian looked 
blank at Parsons, and Parsons at Campian ; tili the stoutcr« 
hearted of the two, recovering bis breath at last — 

*^Sir ! Do you know, Sir, the curse pronounced on those 
who, after piitdng their band to the plough , look back?" 

Eustace was one of those impulsive men, with a lack 
of moral courage, who dare raise the deril, but never dare 
fight him after he has been raised ; and he now tried to pass 
off bis speech by winking and making signs in the direction 
Öf bis. father, as much as to say that he was only trying to 
qniet the old aian*s fears. But Campian was too frightened, 
Parsons too angry, to take bis hints: and he had to carry bis 
partthrough. 

"All I read is,. Father Parsons, that such arenot fit for 
fhe kingdom of God; of wMeh high honour I have for some 
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time past feit my seif unworthy . I ha ve much doubt j ust no w 
as to my vocation; and in the meanwhile have not forgotten 
that I am a Citizen of a free country." And so saying , he 
took his father's arm , and walked out. 

His last words had hit the Jesuits hard. They had put 
the poor cobweb-spinners in mind of the humiliating fact, 
which they have had thrust on them daily from that time tili 
now, and yet have never learnt the lesson, that all their 
scholastic eimning, plotting, intriguing, bulls, pardons, in- 
dulgences, and the rest of it, are, ou tbis slde the Channel, 
a mere enchanter*s cloud-cas1}e and Fata Morgana, which 
▼anishes into empty air by one touch of that magic wand, 
the constable*s staff. "A Citizen of a free country ! " — there 
was the rub; and they looked at each other in more utter 
perplexity than ever. At last Parsons spoka 

"There *s a woman in the wind. I *11 lay my life onit. 
I saw him blush up crimson yesterday, when his mother 
asked him whether some Rose Salteme or other was still in 
the neighbourhood." 

"A woman? Well, the spirit may be willing , though the 
fleshbeweak. We will inquire into this. The youth may do 
US good Service as a layman; and if anything should happen 
to his eider brother, (whom the saints protect!) he is heir to 
somewealth. In the meanwhile, our dear brother Parsons 
will perhaps see the expediency of altering our tactics some-« ' 
what w^dle we are here." 

And thereupon a long conversation beganbetween the 
two, who had been sent together, after the wise method 
of their order , in obedience to the precept, ^ Two are better 
than one,' in order that Campian might restrain Parsons's 
yehemence, and Parsons spur on Campian*s gentleness, and 
so each act as the Supplement of the other, and each also, it 
must be confessed, give advice pretty nearly contradictory 
to his fellow's if occasion should require, "without the 
danger," as their writers have it, "of seeming changeable 
and inconsistent" 

The upshot of this conversation was, that in a day or two 
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(during whicH time Mr. Leigb and Eustace also had made tl^e 
amende honorable^ and matters went smoothly enough) Father 
Campian asked Father Francis, the household chaplain, to 
allow him, as an especial favour, to hear Eustace's usual 
confession on the ensuing Friday. 

Poor Father Francis dared not refuse so great a man; 
and assented with an inward groan, knowing well that the 
intent was to worm out some family secrets , whereby his 
power woTÜd be diminished , and the Jesuit*s increased. For 
the regulär priesthood and the Jesuits thronghont England 
were towards each other in a state of armed neutrality, which 
wanted but little at anymoment to become openwar, as it 
did in James the First's time, when those meek missionaries, 
by iheir gentle moral tortures, literally hnnted to death the 
poorPopish bishop of Hippopotamus(that is to say, London) 
for the time being. 

However, Campian heard Eustace's confession; and by 
putting to him such questions as may be easily conceived by 
those who know anjiihing about the confessional, dis-« 
covered satisfactorily enough, that he was what Campian 
wonld have called "in love:" though I should question 
mach the propriety of the term as applied to any facts which 
poor prurient Campian discovered, or indeed knew how to 
discover, seeing that a swine has no eye for pearls. But he 
had found out enough; he smiled, and set to work nezt 
vigorously to discover who the lady might be. 

If he had frankly said to Eustace , "I feel for you; and if 
your desires are reasonable, or lawful, or possible, I will 
help you with all my heart and soul," he might have had the 
young man*s secret heart, and saved himself an hour's 
trouble; but, of course, he took instinctiYely the crooked 
and suspicious method, expected to find the case the worst 
possible , — as a man was bound to do who had been trained 
to take the lowest possible view of human nature, and to 
consider the basest motives as the main-spnng of all human 
action, — and began his moral torture accordingly by a 
teries of delicate questions, which poor Eustace dodged * 
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every possible way, tbough he knew that the good fathet 
was too cunning for him, and that he must give in at last. 
NeverthelesB, like a rabbit who nins squealing round and 
round before the weasel, into whose jaws it biows that it 
must jump at last hy force of fascination, he parried and 
parried, and pretended to be stupid, and surprised, and 
honourably scrupulous, and even angry; while every ques- 
tion as tö her being married or Single, Catholic or heretic, 
English or foreign, brought bis tormentor a step nearer the 
goal. At last, when Campian, finding the business not such 
a yerjT bad one, had asked something about her worldly 
wealth , Eustace saw a door of escape , and sprang at it. 

'^Even if she be a heretic, she is heiress to one of the 
wealthiest merchants in Devon." 

^'Ahl" Said Campian, thoughtfuUy. '^And she is bat 
eighteen, yousay?" 

"Only eighteen." 

" Ah ! well, my son, there is time. She may be reconciled 
to the Chnrch : or you may change." 

"Ishalldiefirst." 

" Ah , poor lad ! Well ; she may be reconciled , and her 
wealth may be of use to the cause of Heaven." 

** And it shall be of use. Only absolre me , and let me be 
atpeace. Letmehavebuther," he cried piteously. "Ido 
not want her wealth, — not I ! Let me have but her, and that 
but for one year, one month , one day I — and all the rest, — 
money, fame, talents, yea, my life itself, hers if it be needed, 
— are at the service of Holy Church. Ay, I shall glory 
in showing my devotion by some special sacrifice, — some 
desperate deed. Prove me now, and see what there is I will 
Aotdo!" 

And so Eustace was absolved; after which Campian 
added,— 

^'This is indeed well, my son; for there is a thing to be 
donenow, but it may be at the risk of life." 

" Prove me ! " cried Eustace impatiently. 

**Here is a letter which was brought me last night; no 
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matter firom whence; you ean understand it better than I, 
and I longed to haye shown it you, but that I feared my son 
bad become — " 

"You feared wrongly, then, my dear Father Campian." 

So Campian translated to bim the cipher of the lettgr. 

" Tbis to £yan Morgans, gentleman, at Mr. Leigb's bouse 
in Moorwinstow, Devonsbire. News may be bad by one 
wbo will go to the sbore of Clovelly , any erening after tbe 
2ötb of November, at dead low-tide, and tbere watoh for 
aboat, rowed by one with a red beard, and a Portugal by 
bis Speech. If he be asked, *How many?* he will answer, 
^Eight hundred and one.' Take bis letters and read them. 
If the sbore be watched , let him wbo comes show a light 
tbree times in a safe place under the cliff above the town; 
below is dangerous landing. Farewell, and expect great 
things!" 

"I will go," saidEustace; "to-morrow is the 2öth, and 
I know a sure and easy* place. Tour Mend seems to know 
tbese shores well." 

"Ah! what is it we do not know?" said Campian, with 
a mysterious smile. "And now?" 

" And now , to prove to you how I trust to you , you shall 
come with me, and see this — the lady of whom I spoke, and 
judgo for yourself whether my fault is not a venial one." 

"Ah, my son , have I not absolved you already? What 
have I to do with fair faces? Nerertheless, I will come, 
both to show you that I trust you, and it may be to help 
towards the reclaiming a heretic, and saving a lost soul: 
wbo knows?" 

So the two set oUt together; and, as it was appointed, 
they bad just got to the top of the hill between Chapel änd 
Stow mill ,, when up the lane came none other than Mistress 
Böse Salteme berself, in all the glories of a new searlet hood, 
from under which her large dark languid eyes gleamed soft 
lightnings through poor Eustace's heart and marrow. Up to 
them she tripped on delieate ankles and tiny feet, tall, lithe, 
and graeefiil, a true West-country lass; and as she passet 
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them with a pretty blush and coortesy, even Campian looked 
back at the fair innocent creature, whose long dark curls, 
after the then conntry fashion, roUed down from beneath the 
hood below her waist, entangling the soul of £uBtace Leigh 
within their glossy nets. 

<*There!" whispered he, trembling from head to foot. 
*' Can you excose me now?" 

'*! had ezcnsed you long ago," said the kind-hearted 
father. <<Alas! that so much fair red and white should have 
been created only as a feast f or worms ! '* 

'^Afeastforgods, yonmean!" criedEustace, on whose 
common sense the naive absurdity of the last speech Struck 
keenly; and then, as if to escape the scolding which he 
deserved for bis heathenry, — 

" Will you let me retum for a moment? I will follow you : 
let megol'- 
Campiansawthatitwasofnousetosayno, andnodded. 
Eustace darted from bis side, and running across a field, met 
Rose füll at the next tum of the road. 

She started, and gave a pretty little shriek. 

" Mr. Leigh I I thought you had gone forward." 

«I came back to speak to you, Rose — Mistress Salteme, 
I mean.'' 

"To me?" 

" To you Imust speak, teil you all, or die ! " And bepressed 
up dose to her. She shrank back somewhat frightened. 

"Do not stir; do not go, I implore you! Rose, only 
hear me ! *' And fiercely and passionately seizing her by the 
band, he poured out the wbole story of bis loye, heaping 
her with every fantastic epithet of admiration which he could 
devise. 

There was little, perhaps, of all bis words which Rose 
had not heard many a time before; but there was a quiver 
in bis Yoice, and a fire in bis eye, firom which she shrank 
by instinct 

"Letmego!" she said; "youaretoorough, Sir!" 

" Ay I " he said , seizing now both her hands , " Rougber^ 
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perhaps, than the gay gallants of Bideford, who serenade 
you, and write sonnets to you, and send you posies. Eongher, 
bnt more loTing, Rose ! Do not tum away ! Ishalldieifyou 
takeyoureyesofPme! Tellme, — tellme, nowhere — this 
moment — before we part — if I may love you? " 

"€U> away!" she answered, straggling, and bursting 
into tears. ** This is too rüde. If I am but a merchanfs 
daughter, I am God's child. Remember that I am alone. 
Leaveme; go! orl will call forhelp!" 

Eustace had heard or read somewhere, that such ezpres- 
sions in a woman*s mouth were mere fou^ons de parier^ and 
QU the whole signs that she had no objection to be alone, 
and did not intend to call fof help ; and he only grasped her 
hands the more fiercely , and looked into her face with keen 
and hungry eyes; but she was in eamest nevertheless, and 
a loud shriek made him aware that, if he wished to saTe bis 
own good name, he must go : but there was one question, for 
an answer to which he would risk his very life. 

'* Yes, proud woman ! I thought so ! Some of those gay 
gallants has been beforehand wil£ me. Teil me who — " 

But shebroke&om him, andpassedhim, and fled down 
the lane. 

" Mark it I " cried he , af ter her. * * You shall rue the day 
when you despised Eustace Leigh ! Mark it, proud beauty ! " 
And he tumed back to join Campian, who stood in some 
trepidation. 

^' You have not hurt the maiden, my son? I thought I 
heard a scream.*' 

" Hurt her I No. Would God that she were dead , never- 
theless, and I by her! Say no more to me, father. We 
will home." Even Campian knew enough of the world to 
guess what had happened, and they both hurried home in 
ulence. 

And so Eustace Leigh played his move , and lost it 

Poor little Rose, having run nearly to Chapel, stopped 
for very shame, and walked quietly by the cottages which 
stood opposite the gate, and then tumed up the lane towards 



92 TWO WATS OP 

Moorwinstow village, whither she was bottnd. But on 
second thonghts, she feit herseif so **red and flustered,'* 
that she was afraid of gohig into the village , fot fear (as she 
said to herseif) of maldng people talk, and so , taniing into 
a by-path , strack away toward the cliffs , to cool her blnshes 
in the sea-breeze. And there finding a quiet grassy nook 
beneath the crest of the rocks, she sat down on ti^e ttirf , and 
feil into a great meditation. 

Rose Salteme was a thorough specimen of a Westcoast 
maiden, fall of passionate impulsive affections, and wild 
dreamy imaginations, a fit subject, as the North-Devon 
women are still, for all romantic and gentle snperstitions. 
Left early without a mother's care, she had fed her faney 
npon the legends and ballads of her native land, tili sh^ 
betieved — what did she not beliere? — of mermaids and 
pizies, charms and witehes, dreams and omens, and all 
that World of magic in which most of the eonntry-^omen, 
and countrj-men too, believed firmly enough but twe|ity 
years ago. Then her father's house was seldom without 
some merchant, or sea-captain from foreign parts, who, htm 
Othello, had bis tales of — 



**Antres vast, and deserts idie, 
Of ffongh qnanrief, rooka, and hüls whoaa beada reaoh liMt«a/ 



And,- 



'*And of the cannibala that each other eat, 
The anthropophagi , and men whoae beads 
Do grow benaath their ahouldera.** 



All which tales, she like Desdemona devoured with greedy 
ears, whenever she could *'the house affairs with haste 
despatch.'* And when these failed, there was still boundless 
Store of wonders open to her in old romances which were 
then to be found in every English house of the better olass. 
The Legend of Ring Arthur, Florice and Blancheflour, Sir 
Ysumbras, SirCrujof Wsrwick, PalaoK)« and Areite, and 
the Romaunt of the Rose, were witik her text books and 
canonical authorities. And lucky it wa^, perhaps, for her, 
^t Sidney's Aroadia was still in petto, ot Mr. Frank (wka 
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had already seen the first book or two in mAnuscript) and 
eztoUed it above all books past, present, or tp come) would 
hare surely bronght>a eopy down for Böse, and thereby have 
tomed her poor litüe flighty brains upside down for ever. 
And with her head fall of tiiese , it was no wonder if she had 
likened herseif of late more than once to some of those peer- 
lese princesses of old, for whose fair hand paladins and 
kaisers thundered against each other in tilted field; and 
perhap« she would not have been sony (provided, of course, 
no one was killed) if duels and passages of arms in honour 
of her, as her father reasonablj dreaded, had actnally 
taken place. 

For B^se was not onlj well aware that she was wooed, 
bat fonng the said wooing (and litÜe shame to her) a verj 
pleasant process. Not that she had any wish to break 
hearts : she did not break her heart for any of her admirers, 
and why should they break theirs for her? They were all 
very charming, each in theirway (the gentlemen, at least; 
for she had long since leamt to tum up her nose at 
merchants and burghers); but one of them was not so very 
mach better than the other. 

Ofcourse, Mr. Frank Leigh was the mostchanning; bat 
then, as a courtier and squire of dames , he had never given 
her a sign of real love, nothing but sonnets and compliments, 
and there was no trusting such things from a gallant, who 
was said (though, by-the-bye, most scandalously) to have a 
lady-love at Milan, and another at Vienna, and half-a-dozen 
in Üie Court, and half-a-dozen more in the City. 

And very charming was Mr. William Cary, with his 
quips and his jests , and his galliards and lavoltas ; over and 
above his rieh inheritance; but then, charming also Mr. 
Goffin, of Portledge, though he were a little proud and 
stately ; but which of the two should she choose? It would 
be very pleasant to be mistress of Clovelly Court; but just 
as pleasant to find herseif lady of PorÜedge, where the 
Coffins had lived ever since Noah's flood (if, indeed, they 
had not merely returlied thither affcer that temporary dis- 
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placement), and to bring her wealth into a family which 
was as proud of its antiquity as any nobleman in Devon, and 
might have made a fourth to that famous trio of Devonshire 
Cß, of which itiswritten, — 

"Crocker, Cruwys, and Copplestone , 
Wben the Gonqoeror came were all at home." 

And Mr. Hugh Fortescue , too — people said that he was 
certain to become a great soldier — perhaps as great as bis 
brother Arthur — and that would be pleasant enough , too, 
though he was bat the jounger son of an innumerable 
family : but then , so was Amyas Leigh. Ah , poor Amyas ! 
Her girFs fancy for him had vanished, or rather, perhaps, 
it was very much what it always had been , only that four or 
ßye more girFs fancies beside it had entered in, and kept it 
in due subjection. But still, she could not help thinking a 
gooddealabouthim, andhisvoyage, andthereportsof his 
great strength, andbeauty, andvalour, which had already 
reached her in that out-of-the-way comer; and though she 
was not in the least in love with him, she could not help 
hoping that he had at least (to put her pretty little thought 
in the mildest shape) not altogether forgotten her; and was 
hungering too, with all her fancy, to give him no peace tili 
he had told her all the wonderful things which he had seen 
and done in this ever-memorable voyage. So that altogether, 
it was no wonder , if in her last night's dreams , the figure of 
Amyas had been even more forward and troublesome than 
that of Frank or the rest. 

But, moreover, another figure had been forward and 
troublesome enough in last night's sleep-world; and forward 
and troublesome enough, too, now, in to-day's waJdng- 
world, namely, Eustace, the rejected. How stränge that 
ehe should have dreamt of him the night before ! and dreamt, 
too, ofhis fighting with Mr. Frank and Mr. Amyas! Itmust 
be a waming — see, she had met him the very nezt day in 
this Strange way; so the first half of her dream had come 
true; and after what had past, she only had to breathe a 
whisper , and the second part of the dream would come true 
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also. If slie wished for a passage of arms in her own honour, 
she could easily enough compass one: not that sh^ would do 
itforworlds! And after all, though Mr. Eustace had been 
very rüde and naughty, yet still it was not bis own fault; he 
could not help being in love with her. And — and , in short, 
the poor little maid feit herseif one of the most important 
personages on earth, with all the cares (or hearts) of the 
country in her keeping, and as mach perplezed with matters 
of weight as ever was any Cleophila or Dianeme, Fiordispina 
orFlourdeluce, in verserun tarne, or prose run mad. 

Poor little Rose! Had she but had a mother! But she 
was to leam her lesson, suchas itwas, in another school. 
She was too shy (tooproud, perhaps), to teil her aunther 
mighty troubles ; but a counsellor she must have ; and after 
sitting with her head in her hands for half-an-hour or more, 
she arose suddenly , and started off älong the cliffs towards 
Marsland. She would go and see Lucy Passmore, the white 
witch; Lucy kneweverjrthing; Lucy would teil her whatto 
do ; perhaps even whom to marry. 

Lucy was a fat joUy woman of fifty , with little pig-eyes, 
which twinkled like sparks of fire, and eye-brows which 
sloped upwards and outwards, like those of a satyr, as if 
she had Seen (as indeed she had) all her lifo looking out of 
the comers of her eyes. Her qualifications as white witch 
were boundless cunning, equally boundless good nature, 
considerable knowledge of human weaknesses , some mes- 
merie power, some skill in "ysCrbs," as she called her 
simples, a firm faith in the virtue of her own incantations, 
and the faculty of holding her tongue. By dint of these she 
contrived to gaina fair share of money , and also (which she 
liked eyen better) of power , among the simple folkfor many 
miles round. Ifächildwassealded, atooüiached, apiece 
of silver was stolen, a heifer shrew-struck, a pig bewitched, 
a young damsel crost in love , Lucy was called in , and Lucy 
fonnd a remedy, espedally for the latter complaint Now 
and then she found herseif on ticklish ground, for the kind- 
heartednesB which compelled her to help all distressed 
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damsels out of a scrape, eometimes compelled hei; also to 
help them into one: whereon, enraged fathers calledLncy 
ngly names , and threatened to send her into Exeter gaol for 
a witch , and she smiled quietly , and hinted that if she were 
<<like some that were ready to retum evil for evil, such talk 
as that wonld bring no blessing on them that spoke it;" 
whioh being translated into piain English, meant, *'If yon 
trouble me, I will overlook (t. e. fascinate) you, and then 
yourpigs will die, your horses stray, your cream tum sour, 
your bams be fired, your son have St Vitus's dance, your 
daughter fit8,.and so on, woe on woe, tili you are very 
probably starved to deäth in a ditch, by virtue of this terrible 
little eye of mine, at which, in spite of all your swearing 
and bullying, you know you are now shaking in your shoes 
for fear. So you had much better hold your tongue, giye 
me a drink of eider, and leave ill alone, lest you make it 
worse." 

Not that Lucy ever proceeded to any such fearful ex- 
tremities. Onthecontrary, herboast, and her belief too, 
was, that she was sent into the world to make poor souls as 
happy as she could, by lawful means, of course, if possible, 
but if not — why unlawful ones were better than none ; for 
she "couldn*t a-bear to see the poor creatures taking on; 
she was too, too*tender-hearted." And so she was, to every 
one but her husband, a tall, simple-hearted rabbit-faced 
. man, a good deal older than herseif. Fully agreeing with 
Sir Richard Grenvile's great axiom,that he who cannot obey 
cannot rule, Lucy had been for the last fire-and-twenty 
years training him pretty smartly to obey her, with the 
Intention, it is to be charitably hoped, of letting him rule 
her in tum when his lesson was perfected. He bore his 
honours, however, meeklyenough, having a boundless re- 
spectforhis wife^s wisdom, and a firm beUef in her super- 
natural powers, and let her go her own way and eam her 
own money , while he got a little more in a truly pastoral 
method (not extinct yet along those lonely clifiEs), by feeding 
a herd of some dozen donkeys and twenty goats. The 
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donkeys fetched, at each low-tide, white shell-sand which 
was to be sold for manure to the neighbouring farmers; the 
goats fiimished milk and ^^kiddy-ples;" and when äiere 
was neitber milking or sand-carryjng to be dojie, old Will 
Passmore jost sat under a snnnj rock and watcbed the 
bock-goats rattle their horns together, thinking about no- 
thing at all, and taking very good care all the while neither 
to inquire nor to see who came in and out of hiis little eottage 
in Üie glen. 

The Prophetess, when Rose approached her oracular 
cave, was aeated on a tripod in front of the fire, distilUng 
strong waters out of penay royaL But no sooner did her 
distingoished visitor appear at the hatch, than the still 
was left to take care of itself , and a cleaaapron andznutch 
having been slipt on, Lucy welcou^d Hose with endless 
courtesies, and — "Bless my dear soul alive, who evey 
would have thought to see the Böse of Torridge to my poor 
Uttle place!" 

Kose sat down: and then? How to begin was more 
than she knew, and she stayed silent a fuU üve minutes, 
looking eamestly at the point of her shoe , tili Lucy, who 
was an *adept in such cases, thought it best to proceed to 
bosiness at once, and save Böse the delicate Operation of 
<^ening the ball herseif; and so, in her own way, half 
fawning, half familiär — 

"Well, my dear young lady, and what is it I can do for 
ye? For I guess you want a bit of old Lucy*s help, eh? 
Though I'mmostmazed to see ye here, surely. I should 
have supposed that pretty face could manage they sort of 
matters for itself. Eh? " 

Böse, thus bluntly charged, confessed at once, and 
with many blushes said besitations, made her soon under- 
stand that what she wanted was "To have her fortune 
told." 

"Eh? Oh? Isee. The pretty face has managed it a bit 
too well already, eh? Tumanyo*mun, purefellows? Well, 
tarnt every mayden has her pick and choose, like some I 

Westward Ho! /. 7 
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know of , as be blest in love by stars above. So you h'aint 
madeupyourmind, then?" 

Böse shook her head. 

"Ah — well," she went on, in a half bantering tone. 
"Not so asy, is it, then? One 's gude for one thing, and 
one for another, eh? One has the blood, and another the 
money." — 

And so the " cunning woman," (as she tmly was,) talking 
half to herseif, ran over all the names which she thought 
likely, peering at Rose all the while out of the comers of 
her foxy bright eyes, while Rose stirred the peat ashes 
steadfastly withthepointofherlittleshoe, halfangry, half 
ashamed, half frightened, to find that "the cunning woman'* 
had guessed so well both her suitors and her thoughts about 
them, and tried to look unconcemed at each name as it came 
out 

" Well, well," Said Lucy, who took nothing by her move, 
sunply because there was nothing to take ; " think over it — 
think over it, my dear lifo ; and if you did set your mind on 
any one — why, then — then maybe I might help you to a 
sight of him." 

"Asightofhim?" 

"Hissperrit, dearlife, his sperrit only, Imane. I'udn*t 
have no keeping Company in my house, no, not for gowld 
untowld, I *udn*t; but the sperrit of mun — to see whether 
mun would be true or not, you'd like to know that, now, 
*udn'tyou, mydarling?" 

Rose sighed, and stirred the ashes about vehemently. 

" I must first know who it is to be. If you could show me 
that — now — " 

" Oh , I can show ye that, tu , I can. Ben there 's a way 
to*t, a sure way; but 'tis mortal cold for the time o' year, 
you zee." 

"Butwhatisit, then?" saidBose, who had in her heart 
been longing for something of that very kind , and had half 
made up her mind to ask for a charm. 

" Why, you 'm not afraid to goo into the say by night for 
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a minüte, are you? And to-morrow night would serve, too ; 
't will be just low tide to midnight." 

" If you would come with me , perhaps — " 

^^I 11 come, I '11 come , and stand within call, to be sure. 
Only do yemind this, dear soul alive, not to goo tellinga 
crumb about mun, noö, not for the world, or yu'U see 
noughtatall, indeed, now. Andbeside, there 's a noxious 
busine SS grow'd up against me up to Chapel there; and I 
hear teil how Mr. Leigh saith I shall to Exeter gaol for a 
witch — did ye ever hear the likes? — because Ms groom 
Jan saith I overlooked mun — the Papist dog! And now 
never he nor th' ould Father Francis goo by me without 
a-spetting, and saying of their Aves and Malificas — I do 
know what their Booman Latin do mane , zo well as ever 
they, I du! — and a-making o' their charms and incantations 
to tiieir saints and idols ! They be mortal f eared of witches, 
they Papists, and mortal hard on 'em, even on a pure body 
likeme, that dothabit in the white way; 'case why you see, 
dear life," said she, with one of her humorous twinkles, "tu 
to a trade do never agree. Do ye try my bit of a charm, 
now; doye!" 

Rose could not resist the temptation; and between them 
both the charm was agreed on, and the next night was fixed 
for its trial, on the payment of certain current coins of the 
realm (for Lucy, of course, must live by her trade); and 
slipping a tester into the dame's band as earnest, Bos€f went 
away home , and got there in safety. 

Bttt in the meanwhile, at the very hour that Eustace 
had been prosecuting his suit in the lane at Moorwinstow, 
a very different scene was being enacted in Mrs. Leigh's 
room atBurrough. 

For the night before, Amyas, as he was going to bed, 
heard his brother Frank in the next room tune his lute , and . 
then begin to sing. And both their Windows being open, 
and only a thin partition between the Chambers, Amyas's 
admiring ears qame in for every word of the following '" 

7* 
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zonet, Bung in Üiat delicate and mellow tenor voice for 
which Frank was famed amoag all fair ladies : — 

** Ah tyrant Love , Megsera^s serpents bearing , 
Why thuä requite my a^^s with venom'd smart? 

Ab , rathless dove, tbe vultare's talons wearing, 
Why flesh tkem , traitress, in thi« faUbftil heart? 

Im thifl my meed ? Mast dragons* teeth akme 
In Venus* lawns by lovers* hands be sown? 

Kay, genliest Cnpld; 't was my pride andid me; 
Nay, guiltiess dove; by mine own woand I feil. 

To worsh^ , not to wed , Oelestials bid me : 
I dreamt to mate in heaven , and wake in bell ; 

Por ever doom'd, Ixion-like, to reel 
On mine own passions* evei^barning wheel.** 

At which the simple sailor sighed, and longed that he 
could write such neat verses, and sing them so sweetly. 
How he would besiege the earof RoseSalteme with amorous 
ditties! But still, he could not be everything; and if he 
had the bone and muscle of the familj, it was bat fair that 
Fran^ should have the brainß and voice; and, after all, he 
was bone of bis bone and flesh of bis flesh, and it was just 
the same as if he himself could do all the fine things which 
Frank could do ; for as long as one of the familj won honour, 
what matter which of them it was? Whereon he shouted 
through the wall, "Oood night, old song-thrush ; I suppose 
I need not pay the musicians." 

" What, awake ? " answered Frank. ** Come in here, and 
lull me to sleep with a sea-song." 

So Amyas went in, and found Frank laid on the outside 
of bis bed , not yet undrest. 

''I am a bad sleeper,*' said he; *'I spend more time, I 
fear, in buming tiie midnight oil thaa prudent men shoiQd. 
Oome and be my Jongleur, my minne-singer, and teil me 
about Andes, and cannibals, and the ice-regions, and the 
öre-regionB, and the paradises of the West" 

So Amyas sat down, and told: but somehow, ey&ry 
Story which he tiied to teil came round, by crooked patits, 
yetsure, to aone other point thanRose Salteme, and how 
he thought of her here, aad thou^t of her there, aad how 
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he wondered what she would say if she had seen )iim in Um 
adrentare, and how he loisged to have had her with him to 
show her that glorioas mght, tili Frank let him have his 
own way, and then out came the whole story of the simple 
felloVs daily and hourly devotion to her, through those 
three longyears of world-wide wanderings. 

^And oh, Frank, I conld hardlj think of anTÜmig hat 
her in the ehureh the other day, God forgive me l and it did 
seem so hard for her to be the only face which I did not see 
— and bare not seen h^jet, either." 

"So I tbought, dear lad," said Frank, with one of his 
Bweetest smiles; "and tried to get her father to let her im- 
p^Bonaie the nymph of Torridge." 

"Didyou, youdearkindfellow? That would have been 
too delicious." 

"Jutft so, too deÜeious; wherefore, I suppose, It was 
ordamed not to be, that which was being delicious enough.*' 

** And is she as pretty as ever? " 

" Ten thnes as pretty, dear lad, as half the yöuii^ fellows 
rovnd have diseovered. If you mean to win her and wear 
her, (and God grantyou mssy fare no worse!) you will have 
rivals enough to get lid of." 

'^Humph ! '' Said Amyas, '*I hope I shall not have to make 
Short work with some of them." 

"I hope not," said Frank, laughing. "Nowgoto bed, 
and to -morrow moming give your 9word to mother to keep, 
lest you should be tempted to draw it on any of herMajeerty's 
liege»." 

^'No fear of that, Frank; I am no swash- buchler, l^ank 
God; butif asy ooegets in my way, I '11 serrehim m the 
mastiff did the tenrier, and just drop him orer the quay into 
the river, to cool Imnself, or my name *s not Amyas." 

And the giant swung himself laughing out of ihe room, 
saä slept all night Hke a seal, not mthout dreams, of eovirse, 
of Böse Salteme. 

The next moming, according to his wont, he went into 
his mother*B room, whom he was sure to find up, and at ^ 
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prayers; for he liked to saj his prayers, too, by her side, as 
he used to do when he was a litüe boy. It seemed so homor 
like, he said, after three years' knocking up and down in no- 
man's-land. But Coming gently to l£e door, for fear of 
distorbing her, and entering unpereeived) beheld a sight 
which stopped him short 

Mrs. Leigh was sitting in her chair, with her face bowed 
fondly down upon the head of his brother Frank, who knelt 
before her, his face buried in her lap. Amyas coiüd see 
that his whole form was quivering with sti£ed emotion. 
Their mother was just finishing the last words of a well- 
known text — 

— ^'for my sake, and the GospeFs, shall receive a hundred- 
fold in thispresent life, fathers, and mothers, and brothers, 
and sisters." 

*' Bat not a wife ! " interrupted Frank, with a voiee stifled 
with sobs; '^that was too precious a gift for even Him to 
promise to those who gave up a first love for His sake ! '* 

<<And yet,'' said he, after a momenfs silence, '^hasHe 
not heaped me with blessings enough already, thati must 
repine and rage at His refasing me one more, even though 
that one be — No, mother l I am your son, and God's ; and 
yon shall know it, even thongh Amyas never does ! ** And 
he looked up, with his clear blue eyes and white forehead; 
and his face was as the face of an angeL 

Both of them saw that Amyas was present, and started 
and blushed. His.mother motioned him away with her eyes, 
and he went quietly out, as one stunned. Why had hiß name 
been mentioned? 

Love, cunning love, told him all at once. This was the 
meaning of last night's canzonetl This was why its words 
had seemed to fit his own heart so well l His brother was his 
rival. And he had been telling him all his love last night 
What a stupid brüte he was ! How it must have made po<Hr 
Frank wince ! And then Frank had listened so kindly ; even 
bid him God speed in his suit What a gentleman old Frank 
was, to be sure ! No wonder the Queen was so fond of him, 



BEma CKOST IN LOVE. 103 

and all the court ladies ! — Why, if it came to that, what 
wonder if Rose Salteme should be fond of him too? Hey- 
day ! " That would be a pretty fish to find in my net when I 
come to haul it!" quoth Amyas to himself, as he paced the 
garden; and dutching desperately hold of bis locks with 
both hands, as if to hold bis poor confused head on its 
Shoulders^ he strode and tramped up and down the sbell- 
paved garden .walks for a füll half bour, tili Frank's voice, 
(as cheerfal asever, though he more Üian suspected all,) 
called hiuL 

'^Come in to breakfast, lad; and stop grinding and 
creakinguponthose miserable limpets, before thou hastset 
every tooth in my head oif edge ! " 

Amyas , whether by dint of holding bis head straight , or 
by higher means, had got the thoughts of the said head 
straight enough by this time ; and in he came, and feil to 
upon the broüed fish and streng ale with a sort of fury, as 
determined to do bis duty to the utmost in all matters that 
day ; and therefore, of course, in that most important matter 
of bodily sustenance; while bis mother and Frank looked 
at him, not without anxiety and even terror, doübting 
what tum bis fancy might have taken in so new a case ; 
atlast — 

"My dear Amyas, you will really heat your blood with 
all that streng ale ! Bemember, those who drink beer, think 
beer." 

" Then they think right good thoughts, mother. And in 
the mean while, those who drink water, think water. Eh, old 
Frank? and here 's your health." 

"And clouds are water," said bis mother, somewbat 
re-assnred by his genuine good humouf; "and so are rain< 
bows ; and clouds are angels' thrones,and rainbows the sign 
of God's peace on earth." 

.^nyas understood the hint, and laughed. "Then I'U 
pledge Frank out of the next ditch, if it please you and him. 
Bat first — I say — he must hearken to a parable ; a manner 
mystery, miracle play, I have got in my head, like what they 
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have at Easter, to the town hall. Now then,Iiearkeii) Madam, 
and I and Frank will act." And up rose Amyas, and shoved 
back his chair, and put on a solemn face. 

Mrs.Leigh looked up, trembling; and Frank, he scarce 
knew why, rose. 

"No ; you pitch again. Yen are king David, and sit still 
upon yonr throne. David was a great singer, yon kuow, and 
a player on the vials; and mddy, too, and of a fair cotm- 
tenance ; so that will fit. Now, then, mother, don*t look so 
frightened. I am not going to play GoliaÜi, for all my 
cubits ; I am to present Nathan the prophet. Now, David, 
hearken ; for I have a message unto thee, King! 

" There were two men in one cny, one rieh and the other 
poor: and the rieh man had many fiocks and Herds, and all 
the fine ladies in Whitehall to conrt if he liked ; and the poOr 
man had nothing bttt ^-'' 

And in spite of his broad honest smile, Amyas's deep 
voice began to tremble and choke. 

Frank sprang np , and bnrst into tears f — " Oh ! Amyas, 
my brother, my brother! stop! Icannot endure this. Oh, 
God! was it not enough to have entangled myself in this 
fatal fancy , but over and above, t mnst meet tiie shame of 
mybrother'sdiscoveringit?" ,— ^-"^x^ -^ 

"What shame, then, Fd like to know?" said Amyas. 
recovering himself. "Look here, brother Frank! l've 
thought it all over in the garden; and I was an ass a^id a 
braggart fot talking to you as I did last night Of oourse 
youloveher! Everybody must; and I was a fool for not 
recollectingthat; and if you love her, your taste and mine 
agree, and what can be better? I think you a sensible 
fellow for loving her, and you think me one. And as for 
who has her, why, you're the eldest; and first come first 
served is the rule, and best to keep to it. Besides, brother 
Fraidt, thoügh I'm no scholar, yet Tm not so blmd bat that I 
teil the difference between you and me; and of eourse your 
Chance against mine, for a hundred to one ; and I am not 
going to be fool enough to row against wind and tide too« 
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Tm good enough for her, I hope ; bat if I am, jcm are better, 
and the good dog may nm, bat it*s the best tbat takes the 
bare; and so I haye nothing more to do with the matter at 
all; and if yoa marry her, why, it will set the old hoase on 
its legs again, and that's the first thing to be thoaght of, and 
yoa may jast as well do it as I, and better too. Not bat that 
it's a plague, a horrible plague !" went on Amyas, with a 
kidicroasly dolefal visage ; ** bat so are other things too, by 
the dozen; it's all in the day's work, as the hontsman said \ 
wbeQ the Kon eat him. One woald never get throagh the 
fdrze - croft if one stopped to pnll oot the prickles. The pig 
didn^t scramble oat of the ditch by sqaeaking; and the less 
said the s<K>ner mended ; nobody was sent into the World 
only to sack honey-pots. Wfaat mast be mast, man u bot 
dast; if yoa can't get cromb, yoa mast fain eat crast. So 
ril go and join the army in Irelaüd, and get it oat of my 
head, for cannon balls fright away Iot© as well a» poverty 
does ; and that 's all I Ve got to say ." Wherewith Amyas sat 
down, and retomed to the bect; whilc Mr&. Lei^ wept 
tears of joy. 

"Amyas! Amyas!" said Frank; "yoa mast not throw 
away the hopes of years, and for me, too ! Oh, how jast was 
yoar parable! Ah! mother mine! to what ase is all my 
scholarship and my philosophy,when thisdear simple sailor- 
lad oatdoes me at the first trial of coartesy ? " 

"My children! my children! which of yoa shall I love 
best? Which of yoa is the more noble? IthankedGod 
this moming for having given me one sach son: bat to have 
foand that I possess two ! " And Mrs. Leigh laid her head 
on the table, and baried her face in her hands, while the 
generoas battle went on. 

"Bat, dearest Amyas! — " 

"Bat, Frank! if yoa don't hold yoor tongae, I nnist go 
fiMrtb. It was qaite troable enoagh to make up one's 
mind, withoat having yoa afterwards trying to unmake it 
again." 
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^^ Amyas! if you give her up to me, God do so to me , and 
more also, if I do not hereby give her up to you! " 

"He had done it already — this moming!" said Mrs. 
Leigh, looking up through her tears. "He renounced her 
for ever on his knees before me! only he is too noble to teil 
you so." 

"The more reason I should copy him;" said]Amyas, 
setting his lips, and trying to look desperately determined, 
and then suddenly jumping up, he leaped upon Frank, and 
throwing his arms round his neck, sobbed out, "There, 
there, now! For God's sake, let us forget all, and think 
about our mother , and the old house, and how we may win 
her honour before we die ! and that will be enough to keep 
our hands fall, without £retting about this woman and that. 
— What an ass I have been for years! instead of leaming 
my calling, dreaming about her, and don*t know at this 
minute, whether she cares more for me than she does for her 
father's prentices ! ". 

"Oh, Amyas! every word of yours puts me to firesh 
shame ! Will you believe that I know as little of her likings 
asyoudo?" 

"Don't teil me that, and play the devil's game by putting 
fresh hopes into me, when I am trying to kick them oüt. I 
won*t believe it. If she is not a fool, she must love you ; and 
if she don't, why, be hanged if she is worth loving ! " 

"Mydearest Amyas! 1 must ask you too to make no 
more such speeches to me. All those thoughts I have 
forswom." 

" Only this moming ; so there is time to catch them again 
before they are gone too far." 

"Only this moming;" said Frank, with a quiet smile: 
"but centuries have passed since then." 

" Centuries ? I don*t see many gray hairs yet." 

"I should not have been surprised if you had, though," 
answered Frank, in so sad andmeaninga tone that Amyas 
could only answer, 

" Well, you are an angel ! " 
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^' You, at least, are something even more to the puipose, 
OT you are a man ! " 

And both spoke truth, and so the batüe ended; and 
Trank wentto lue books, while Amjas, who must needs be 
Loing, if he was not to dream, started off to the dock-yard 
o potter about a new ship of Sir Eichard's, and forget his 
v^oes , in the capaciiy of Sir Oracle among the sailors. And 
»o he had played his move for Rose, even as Eustace had, 
Lud lost her : but not as Eustace had. 
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CHAPTER V. 

CLOVBLLT COUBT IM THE OLDEN TIME. 

**It WM among tbe ways of good Qaeen Bess , 

Who raied as well as erer mortal oan, Sfr, 
When she was stogg*d, and the country in a mess, 

She was wont to send for a Devon man , Sir.** 

West Cotintry Song, 

The next moming Amyas Leigh was not to be found. Not 
that he had gone out to drown himself in despair , or even to 
bemoan himself "down by the Torridge side." He had 
simply ridden off, Frank found, to Sir Richard Grenvile at 
Stow: his mother at once divined the truth, that he was gone 
to try for a post in the Irish army, and sent off Frank after 
bim to bring him home again, and make him at least recon- 
sider himseLf. 

So Frank took horse and rode thereon ten miles or more ; 
and then, as there were no inns on the road in those days, 
or indeed in tbese , and he had some ten miles more of hilly 
road before him, he tumed down thehill towards Cloyelly 
Court, to obtain, after the hospitable humane fashion of 
those days, good entertainment for man and horse from Mr. 
Carjr the squire. 

And when he walked self-invited, like the loud-shonting 
Menelaus, into the long dark wainscoted hall of the Court, 
the first object he beheld was the mighty form of Amyas, 
who, seated at the long table, was altemately burying his 
face in a pasty, and the pasty in his face, his sorrows having, 
as it seemed, only sharpened his appetite, while young Wül 
Cary, kneeling on the opposite bench, with his elbows on 
the table , was in that gracefal attitude laying down the law 
fiercely to him in a low voice. 

"Bttllo! lad," cried Amyas; "comehitheranddellyerme 
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out of the hands of this fire-eater, who I vertly belleve will 
km me, if I do not let hka kill sosae one eise." 

"Ah! Mr. Frank," said Will Carj, who, like all other 
yojuig gentlemen of these parts, lueld Frank in higti hononr, 
aiftd oonfiddesed him a yery oraele and eyaosnre of faahion 
and chiyalrjr; "welcome here; I was just losging f&r yon, 
toOj l wanted yonr advioe on half-a-^osen mattecs. Sit 
down, And eat. There is thß ale." 

"NooMBoeaily, thankyou." 

"Ah, no ! " said Amyas, burying his head in the tankard, 
and tlien mimicking Frank, "avoid strong aleo* nKMoaings. 
It lieats the blood, thiekens the animal spirits, and obfus- 
eates the ceiebrum with frenetäcal and lymphatic idols, 
which cloud tiie qnintessential light of the pure rea«on. £h? 
youngPlato, yoiing Daniel, eomehithertojudgmentl And 
yet, thongfa I caa see through the bottom of the tankard al- 
ready, I can see piain enough still to see this, that Will shall 
notfight" 

" Shall I not, eh? who says ihsA'i Mr. Frank, I appeal 
toy<m, now; onlyhear.'* 

" We are in the judgmeixt-seat;" said Frank, settling to 
thepasty. "Pxoceed, appellant." 

^' Well, I WM telling Amyas, that Tom Coffin of Port- 
ledge ; I will stand him no longer." 

^Lei hifli be, then," said Amyas; "he eould stand very 
well by himself, when I saw him last" 

" Plague onyou, hold y<Mir tongoe. Has he any right to 
lock at me as he does , whenever I pass him? " 

"That depends on how he looks; a cat may Look at a 
ki&g , provided she don't take htm for a mouse." 

" Oh , I know how he looks , and what he aieaiis too , and 
fae skali stop , or I will stop him. And the other day , when 
I spoke <^ Rose Salteme," «*- "Ah ! " groaaed Frank, "Ate 's 
apple again!" — "(never mind what I said), he biirat out 
laughing in my face; and is not that a fair quarrel? And 
whatismore, I know that he wrote a sonnet, a«d sentit her 
to Stow by a market-woman. What id^t ha« he to write 
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Bonnets when I can't ? It *s not fair play , Mr. Frank, or I am 
a Jew, and aSpaniard, and apapist; it'snot!" And Will 
smote the table tili the plates danced again. 

^* My dear knightof the buming pestle , I have a plan , a 
device, a disentanglement, according to most approved mies 
of chivaliy. Let us ßx a day , and smnmon by tack of drum 
all yoong gentlemen vinder tiie age of thirty, dwelling within 
fifteen miles of the habitation ofthat peerless Oriana." 

<*And all prentice-boys too," cried Amyas out of the 
pasty. 

"And all prentice-boys. The bold lads shall fight first, 
with good quarter-staves , in Bideford Market, tillailheads 
are broken ; and the head which is not broken , let the back 
belonging to it pay the penaliy of the noble member's 
cowardice. After which grand toumament, to which that 
of Tottenham shall be but a flea-bite and a batrachomyo- 
machy — " 

"Confound you, and your long words, Sir," said poor 
Will , " I know you are flouting me." 

"Pazienza, Signor Cavaliere; that which is to come is 
no flouting, but bloody and warlike eamest For afterwards 
all the young gentlemen shall a<youm into a convenient 
field, sand,- or bog — which last will be better, as no man 
will be able to run away, if he be up to his knees in soft peat : 
and there Stripping to our shirts, with rapiers of equal 
length and keenest temper, each shall slayhis man, catch 
who catch can, and the conquerors fight again, likeamost 
valiant main of game-cocks as we are, tili all be dead, and 
out of their Woes; affcer which the surviyor, bewailing be- 
fore heaven and earth the cruelty of our fair Oriana, and the 
slaughter which her basiliscine eyes have caused, shall fall 
gracefuUy upon his sword, and so end the woes of this our 
lovelom generation. Placetnej Domimf as they used to ask 
in the Sei^ate at Oxford." 

" ReaUy ," said Gary , " this is too bad." 

" So is, pardon me, your fighting Mr. Coffin with anything 
longer than a bodkin." 
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"Bodkins are too short for such fierce Bobadils," said 
Amyas; "they would close in sonear, that we should have 
them falling to fisticufPs after the first bout." 

"Then let them fight with squirts across the market- 
place ; for by heaven and the Queen's laws , they shall fight 
with nothing eise." 

"My dear Mr. Gary," went on Frank, suddenly changing 
his bantering tone to one of the most winning sweetness; 
"do not fancy that I cannot feel foryou; orthati, as well 
as you, have not known the stings of love, and the bitterer 
stings of jealousy. But oh, Mr. Gary, does it not seemto 
yon an awful thing to waste selfishly upon your own quarrel 
that divine wrath which, as Plato says, is the very root of all 
virtues, and which has been given you, like all eise which 
you have, that you may spend it in the service of her whom 
all bad souls fear, and all virtuous souls adore, — our peer- 
lesB Queen? Who dares, while sherules England, call his 
sword or his courage his own, or any one*s but hers? Are 
there no Spaniards to conquer , no wild Irish to deliver from 
their oppressors, that two gentlemen of Devon can findno 
better place to fiesh their blades than in each other's valiant 
and honourable hearts?" 

" By heaven ! " cried Amyas, " Frank speaks like a book ; 
and for me , I do think that Ghristian gentlemen may leave 
love quarreis to bulls and rams." 

"And that the heir of Glovelly," said Frank smiling, 
"may find mofe noble examples to copy than the stags in his 
own deer-park." 

" Well ," said Will penitently , " you are a great scholar, 
Mr. Frank, and you speak like one; but gentlemen must 
fight sometimes, or where would be their honour?" 

"I speak," said Frank a little proudly , "not merely as a 
scholar,- but as a gentleman, and one who has fought ere 
now, and to whom it has happened, Mr. Gary, to kill his 
man (on whose soul may God have mercy) ; but it is my pride 
to remember that I have never yet fought in my own quarrel, 
«nd my trust in God that I never shall. For as there is n^ 
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thing more Boble and blessed than to fight in behalf of 
those wbom we love , so to figbt in our own private behalf is 
a thing not to be allowed to a Christian man, tuileas re- 
fiisal Imports utter loss of life or honour; and even thien, it 
maj be (thoogh I would not lay a bürden on any man*s con- 
science), it is better not to resist evil^ bat to over^me it 
with good." 

<*And I can teil yon, Will/' said Amyas, '*! am not 
troubled with fear of ghosts ; biit when I cut off the French- 
man's head, I said to myself, '^If that braggart had been 
slandering me instead of her gracious M^jesly, I should 
ezpect to see that head lying on my pillow every time I went 
tobedat night;" 

*'God forbid!" said Wül with a shndder. "But what 
shall I do? for to tjhe market to-morrow I will go, if it 
were choke-foll of Coffins, and a ghost in eadi coffin of 
theiot" 

"Leave ihe matter to me," said Amyas. "I have my 
device, as well as seholar Frank here; and if there be, as 
I suppose there must be , a quarrel in the market to-morrow, 
seeifidonot — " 

"Well, you are two good fellows," said WilL "Let us 
have another tankard in." 

''And drink the healüi of Mr. Coffin, and all gallant lads 
of the north," said Frank ; '' and now to my business. I have 
to take this runaway youth here home to his mother; and if 
he will not go qui^ly , I have Orders to carry him across my 
saddle." 

''I hope your nag has a strong back, then," said Amyas ; 
''but I must go on and see Sir Bichard, Frank. It is all 
very well to jest as we have been doing, but my mind is 
made up." 

"Stop," said Gary. "You must stay here to-night; first, 
for good fellowship's sake; and next, because I want the 
advice of our Phenix here, our oracle , our paragon. There, 
Mr. Frank, can you construe that for me? Speak low, 
though, gentlemen botb; there comes my father; you had 
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better give me the letter again. 'Well, fath^r, whencethis 
moming?" 

"Eh, Company here? Young men, you are always wel- 
come, and such as you. Would there were moire of your 
sort in these dirty times. How is your good mother , Frank, 
eh? Where have I been. Will? Eound the house-farm, to 
look at the beeves. That sheeted heifer of Prowse's is all 
wrong; her coat stares like a hedgepig's. Teil Jewell to go 
up and bring her in before night. And then up the forty 
acres; sprang two coveys, and picked a leash out of them. 
The Irish hawk flies as wild as any haggard still, and will 
never make a bird. I had to band her to Tom , and take the 
little peregrine. Grive me a Clovelly hawk against the world, 
after all ; and — heigh-ho , I am very hungry ! Half-past 
twelve, and dinner not served? What, Master Amyas, 
spoiling your appetite with strong ale? Better have tried 
sack, lad; have some now with me.^' 

And the worthy old gentleman, having finishedhis ora- 
tion, settled himself on a great bench inside the chimney, 
and put bis hawk on a perch over bis head, while bis cockers 
coUed themselves up close to the warmpeat-ashes, and bis 
Bon set to work to pull off bis father^ boots, amid sundry 
wamings to take care of bis coms. 

" Come, Master Amyas, a pint of white wine and sugar, 
and a bit of a shqeing-horn to it ere we dine. Some picUed 
prawns, now, or a rasher off the coals, to whet you?" 

"Tbank you," quoth Amyas; "buti have drank amort 
of outlandisb liquors, better and worse, in the last three 
years, and yet never found aught to come up to good ale, 
which needs shoeing-hom neither before nor after, but 
takes care of itself, and of all honest stomachs too, I 
think." 

"You speak like a book, boy," said old Gary; "and after 
all , wbat a plague comes of these newfangled bot wines , and 
aqua vitaes , which have come in since the wars , but madden- 
ing of the brains, and fever of the blood?" 

"I fear we have not seen the end ofthat yet," said Frank 
Westward Ho! L 8 
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'^My friends write me from the Netherlands that our men are 
falling into a swinish trick of swilling like the Holländers; 
Heaven grant that they maj not bring home the fashion with 
them." 

" A man must drink, they say, or die of the ague, in those 
vile swamps," said Amyas. "When they get home here, 
they will not need it." 

"Heaven grant it," said Frank; "I should be sorry to see 
Devonshire a drunken county ; and there are many of our 
men ont there with Mr. Champemoun." 

** Ah ," said Gary , " there , as in Ireland , we are proving 
her Miy'esiy's saying true , that Devonshire is her right handj 
and the young children thereof like the arrows in the band 
of the giant." 

"They may well be," said his son, "when some of 
them are giants themselves, like my tall achool-fellow 
oppopite." 

"He will be up and doing again presently , I '11 Warrant 
him;*' said old Gary. 

"And that I shall," quoth Amyas. "I have been de- 
vising brave deeds; and see in the distance enchanters to be 
boimd, dragonschoked, empiresconquered, thoughnotin 
HoUand." 

"You do?" asked Will, a little sharply; for he had 
had a half suspicion that more was meant than met the 
eiax. 

"Yes," said Amyas, tuming off hisjestagail^, "Igoto 
what Baleigh calls the Land of theNymphs. Ajaother month, 
Ihope, will see me abroad, in Ireland." 

"Abroad? Gall it rather at home," said old Gary; "for 
it is füll of Devon men from end to end, and you will be 
among friends all day long. George Bourchier from Taw- 
stock has the army now in Munster, and Warham St. Leger 
is Marshai; George Garew is with Lord Grey of Wilton, 
(poor Peter Garew was killed at Glendalough ;) and after the 
defeat last year, when that villain Desmond cut off Herbert 
and Price, the companies were made up with six hundred 



IN THE OLD£N TIME. 115 

Devon men, and Arthur Fortescue at their head ; sothattiie 
old oownty holds her head as proudly in the Land of 
Ire as she does in the Low Countries and the Spanish 
main.*' 

^And where," asked Amyas, ^^s Davils of Marsland, 
who nsed to teach me how to catch trout, when I was 
staying down at Stow? He is in Ireland, too, ishenot?" 

"Ah, my lad," said Mr. Gary, "that is a sad story. I 
thoaght all England had known it." 

"You forget, Sir, I am a stranger. Surely he is not 
dcad?" 

'^Murdered foully, lad! Murdered like a dog, and by 
the man whom he had treated as his son, and who pretended, 
tiie false knave ! to call him father." 

"His blood is avenged? " said Amyas fiercely. 

"No, by heaven, not yet! Stay, don*t cry out again. 
I am getting old — I lüust teil my story my own way. It 
was liuBt July, — was it not, Will? — Orer comes to Ireland 
Sannders, one of those Jesnit foxes, as the Pope*8 legate, 
with money and buUs, and a banner hallowed by the Pope, 
and the devil knows what beside; and with him James 
FitzmauINce , the same fellow who had swom on his knees to 
Perrott, in the church atKilmallock, to be a tnie liegeman 
to Queen Elizabeth , and confirmed it by all his saints, and 
such a World of his Irish howling, that Perrott told me he 
was fain to stop his own ears. Well, he had been practising 
with the IBing of France , but got nothing but laughter for 
his pains, and so went over to the Most GatholtcEing, and 
promises him to join Ireland to Spain, and set up popery 
again, and what not And he, I suppose, thinking it better 
that Ireland should belong to him than to the Pope's 
bastard, fits him out, and sends him off on such anotiier 
errand as Stukely's, — though I will say, for the honour of 
Devon, if Stnkely Hved like a fool, he died like an honest 
man. 

" Sir Thomas Stukely dead too ? " said Amyas. 

"Wait a while, lad, and you shall hare that tragedy 

8* 
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afterwards. Well, where was I? Oh, Fitzmaurice andthe 
Jesuits land atSmerwick, with three ships, choosea place 
for a fort, hless it with their holy water, and their moppings 
and their scourings, and the rest of it, to purify it £rom the 
stain of heretic dominio'n ; but in the meanwhile , one of the 
Courtenays, — a Courtenay of Haccombe, was it? — or a 
Courtenay of Boconnock? Silence, Will, I shall have it in 
a minute — yes, a Courtenay of Haccombe it was, lying at 
anchor near by, in a ship of war of his, cuts out the three 
ships , and cuts off the Dons from the sea. John and James 
Desmond, with some small rabble, go over to the Spaniards. 
Earl Desmond will not join them, but will not fight tiiem, 
and Stands by to take the winning side ; and then in comes 
poor Davils, sent down by the Lord Deputy to charge 
Desmond and his brothers, in the Queen's name, to assault 
.the Spaniards. Folks say it was rash of his Lordship : but 
I say, what could be better done? Every one knows that 
there never was a stouter or shrewder soldier than Davils ; 
änd the young Desmonds , I have heard him say many a 
time , used to look on him as their father. But he found out 
what it was to trust Englishmen tumed Irish. Well, the 
Desmonds found out on a sudden that the Dons were such 
desperate Paladins, that it was madness to meddle , thongh 
they were ßye to one ; and poor Davils , seeing that there 
was no fight in them, goes back for help, and sleeps that 
night at some place called Tralee. Arthur Carter of Bide> 
ford, St. Legeres lieutenant, as stout an old soldier as 
Davils himself, sleeps in the same bed with him; tiie 
lacquey-boy, who is now with Sir Eichard at Stow, on the 
floor at their feet. But in the dead of night, who should 
come in but James Desmond, sword in band, with adozen 
of his ruffians at his heels, each with his glib over his ugly 
face, and his skene in his band. Davils Springs up in bed, 
and asks but this, ^What is the matter, my son?' whereon 
the treacherous villain, without giving him time to say a 
prayer, strikes at him, naked as he was, crying, 'Thou shalt 
he my father no longer, norlthyson! Thou shalt die!' and 
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at that all the rest fall on him. The poor littie lad (so he 
says) leaps up to cover his master with his naked body , gets 
three or four stabs of skenes, and so falls for dead; with his 
master and Captain Carter, who were dead indeed — God 
reward them! After that the rufBans ransacked tiie house, 
tili they had murdered every Englishman in it, the lacquey«* 
boy only excepted, who crawled out, wounded as he was, 
through a window; while Desmond, if you will believe it, 
went back, up to his elbows in blood, and vaunted his deeds 
to the Spaniards , and asked them — * There I Will you take 
that as a pledge that I am foithful to you?' And that, my 
lad, was the end of Henry Davils, and will be of all who 
trust to the faith of wild savages." 

'^I would go a hundred miles to see that Desmond 
hanged!" said Amyas, while great tears rän down his face. 
"Poor Mr. Davils! And now, what is the story of Sir 
Thomas?" 

"Your brother must teil you that, lad; I am somewhat 
out of breath." 

"And I hare a right to teil it ," said Frank, with a smile« 
"Do you know that I was very near being Earl of the bog of 
Allen, and one of the peers of the realm to King Buon- 
compagna, son and heir to his Holiness Pope Gregory the 
Thirteenth?" 

"No, surely!" 

" As I am a gentleman. When I was at Eome I saw poor 
Stukely often; and this and more he oflfered me on the part 
(as he said) of the Pope , if I would just oblige him in the 
two littie matters of being reconciled to the Catholic Church, 
and joining the Invasion of Ireland." 

"Poor deluded heretic,'* said Will Gary, "to have 
lost an earldom for your family by such silly scruples of 
loyalty!" 

"It is not a mattier for jesting, after all:*' said Frank; 
"bat I saw Sir Thomas often, and I cannot believe he was 
in his senses, so frantic was his vanity and his ambition; 
and aU the while , in private matters as honourable a gentle- 
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man as erer. However, he sailed atlastforlrQland, with 
bis eight bnndred Spaniards and Italians ; and what is more, 
I know that the King of Spain paid their cbarges. Marquis 
Vinola — James Buonoompagna , that is — stayed quietly at 
Borne, preferring that Stakely should conquer his patemal 
heritag» of Ireland for him, while he took eare of the bona 
robas at home. I went down to Ciyita Vecchia to lee him 
(^, and thongh his yoonger by many years , I eould not but 
take the liberty of entreatmg him , as a genüeman and a man 
of Devon, to consider his faith to his Queen and the honour 
of his oountry. There were high words between us ; Qod 
forgive me if I spoke too fiercely, for I never saw him 
again." 

**Too fiercely to an open traitor, Frank? Why not have 
run hkn throngh ? " 

^^Nay, I had no clean life for Sundays, Amyas; so i 
could not throw away my week-day one ; and as for the wesl 
of England, I knew that it was Uttle he would damage it, 
and told him so. And at that he waxed utterly mad , for it 
tonched his pride, and swore that if the wind had not been 
fair for saiHnff, he would have fonght me there and then; to 
which I could onjly answer, that I was ready to meet him 
when he would; and he parted from me, saying, *It is a 
piiy, Sir, I cannot fight you now; when next we meet, it 
will be beneath my digniiy to measure swords with you.' " 

*'I suppose he expected to come back a prince at least — 
Heaven knows; I owe him no ill-wili, nor I hope does any 
man. He has psüd all debts now in füll , and got his receipt 
forth'em;* 

"Howdidhedie, then, after all?" 

" On his yoyage he touched in Portugal. King Sebastian 
was just saiiing for A&ica with his new aUy , Mohammed the 
Prince of Fez, to help King Abdallah, and conquer what 
he could. He persuaded ^tukely to go with him, There 
were those who thought that he, as well as the Spamiaxds, 
had no stomaeh for seeing the Pope's son king of Ireland, 
Others used to say that he thought an island too small for 
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bis ambition, and miist needs conquer a continent — I know 
not why itwas, but he went. They had heavy weather in 
the pasBage, and when they landed, many of their soldiers 
were sea-sick. Stnkely, reasonably enougb, counselled 
that they sbould wait two or three days and recruit: but 
Don Sebastian was so mad for the assault, that he must 
needs have bis veni, vidi, vicif and so ended with a vtniy 
vidi, perü; for he, Abdallah, and bis son Mohammed, all 
perished in the first battle at Alcasar; and Stuckely, sur- 
rounded and overpowered, fonght tül he could figbt no 
more , and then died like a hero with all bis wounds in front ; 
and may Grod have mercy on bis soul ! " 

"Ab!" Said Amyas, "we beard oftbat battle off Lima, 
but notbing about poor Stukely." 

"That last was a Popish prayer, Master Frank," said 
old Mr. Gary. 

"Most worshipM Sir, you sorely would not wisb God 
not to have mercy on bis soul ? " 

"No — Eh? Of coursenot; buttbat'sall settled bynow, 
for he is dead, poor fellow." 

" Certainly , my dear Sir. And you cannot belp being a 
littie fond of bim still." 

" Eh? why , I sbould be a brüte if I were not He and I 
were school-fellows, though he was somewhat the younger; 
and many a good thrashing have I given bim, and one can- 
not belp having a tendemess for a man after that. Beside, 
weused to bunt together inExmoor, and have royal nights 
afterward into Ilfracombe, when we were a couple of mad 
young blades. Fond of bim? Why I would have sooner 
given my forefinger than that he sbould have gone to the 
dogs thus." 

" Then , my dear Sir, if you feel for bim still, in spite of 
^U bis faults , bow do you know that God may not feel for 
bim still, in spite of blU bis faults? For my part," quoth 
Frank in bis fancifal way , " witbout believing in that Popish 
Purgatory, I cannot belp holding with Plato, tbat such 
heroical souls , wbo have wanted bot little of true greatness, 
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are hereafter by some strait discipline brought to a better 
mind; perhaps, as many ancients have beld with the Indian 
Gymnosopliists, by transmigration into the bodies ofthose 
animals whom they have resembled in their passions; and 
indeed, if Sir Thomas Stukely's soul should now animate 
the body of a lion, all I can say is that he would be a 
yery valiant and royal lion ; and also doubtless become in 
dne time heartily ashamed and penitent for having been 
nothing better than a lion.** 

"What now, Master Frank? I don*t trouble my head 
with such matters — I say Stukely was a right good-hearted 
fellow at bottom; and if you plague my head with any of 
yonr dialectics, and propositions , and College quips and 
quiddities, you shan't have any more sack, Sir! But here 
come the knaves , and I hear the cook knock to dinner." 

After a madrigal or two , and an Italian song of Master 
Frank*s, all which went sweetly enough, theladies rose, 
and went. Whereon Will Gary, drawing bis chair close to 
Fraukes , put quietly into bis band a dirty letter. 

"This was the letter left for me," whispered he, **bya 
country-fellow this moming. Look at it , and teil me what I 
am to do.** 

Whereon Frank opened,, and read — 

*' Mister Gary, be you wary 

By deer park end to-night. 
Yf Irish fFoxe com out of rocks 

Grip and hold hym tight.** 

"I would have showed it my father," said Will, "but — ** 

"I Terily believe it to be a blind. See now, this is the 
handwriting of a man who has been trying to write vilely, 
and yet cannot. Look at that B, and that G-, their forma 
formativa never were begotten in a hedge-school. And what 
ismore, this is no Devon man*s handiwork. We say 'to,' 
andnot*by,' Will, eh? intheWestcountry?" 

"Ofcourse." 

"And *man,' iiisteadof *him'?" 

*True, Daniel! But am Itodo nothing therefore?** 
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**0n that matter I am no judge. Let us ask much- 
endnring Ulysses here ; perhaps he has not sailed round the 
World without bringing home a device or two." 

Whereon Amyas was called to counsel, as soon as Mr. 
Gary could be stopped in a long cross-examination of bim as 
to Mr. DoQghty*B famous trial and execution. 

Amyas pondered awhile, thrusting bis bands into bis 
longcnrls; andtben — 

"Will, my lad, bave you been watcbing at tbe Deer 
ParkEndoflate?" 

"Never." 

"Wbere, then?" 

" At tbe town-beacb." 

"Wbereelse?" 

«Attbetown-bead." 

"Wbereelse?" 

"Wby, tbe fellow is tomed lawyer! Above Fresb- 
water." 

" Wbere is Fresbwater ? " 

"Wby, wbere tbe waterfall comesovertbe.cliff, balf-a- 
mile £rom tbe town. Tbere is a patb tbere up into tbe 
forest." 

"I know. 1*11 watcb tbere to-nigbt Do you keep all 
your old baunts safe , of course , and send a couple of stout 
knares to tbe mill, to watcb tbe beacb at tbe Deer Park 
£nd, on tbe cbance ; for your poet may be a true man , affcer 
alL But my beart^s faith is , tbat tbis comes just to draw 
y^u off from some old beat of yours, upon a wild-goose 
cbase. If tbey sboot tbe milier by mistake , I suppose it 
don*t mucb matter? " 

"Marry, no. 

*When a milier *8 knock*d on the head« 
The leiNB of floar makes the more of bread/ ** 

"Or, again," cbimed in old Mr. Gary, "as tbey say'in 
tbeNortb — 

* Find a milier that will not steal , 
Or a wehster that is leal , 
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Or a priest that La not gready , 

And lay them three a dead corpse by ; 

And by tbe rirtae of them three , 

The Said dead corpae «hall qaioken^d be/ '* 

"Bat why are you so ready to watch Freshwater to-night, 
Master Amyas?" 

"Becauae, Sir, those who come, if they come, will 
never land at Mouthmill; if they are strangers, they dare 
not; and if they are bay's-men, they are tobwise, aslong 
as the westerly swell sets in. As for landing at the town, 
that would be too great « risk; but Freshwater is as lonely 
as the Bermudas; and they can beach a boat up under the 
cliff at all tides, and in all weathers, except north and 
nor'west. I have done it many a time , when I was a boy ." 

"And give us the fruit of your experience now in your old 
age, eh? Well, you have a gray head on green Shoulders, 
my lad; and I verily believe you are right. Who will you 
take with you to watch? " 

"Sir," Said Frank, "I will go with my brother; and tiiat 
will be enough." 

"Enough? He is big enough, and you brave enough, for 
ten; but still, the more the merrier.** 

" But the f ewer, the better fare. If I might ask a first and 
last favour, worshipfal Sir,*' said Frank very eamestly, "yoa 
would grant me two thiogs; that you would let none go to 
Freshwater but me and my brother ; and that whatsoever we 
shall bring you back , shaJl be kept as secret as the comjii<»i- 
weal and your loyalty shall permit I trust that we are not so 
unknown to you, or to others, that you can doubt for^a 
moment but that whatsoever we may do will satisfy at once 
your honour and our own." 

" My dear young gentleman, there is no need of so many 
courtier*s words. I am your father*s friend , and yours. And 
God forbid that a Gary — for I guess your dnft — should 
ever wish to make a head or a heart ache; that is, more 
than — " 

" Those of whom it is written , * Though thou bray a fool 
in a mortar, yet will not his folly depart from him,*" inter- 
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posed Frank, in so sad a tone that no one &t the table 
replied; and few more words were exchanged, tili the two 
brothers were safe oataide the house ; and then — 

<<Amyas," said Frank, 'Hhat was a Devon man^s handi- 
work, neTertheless ; it was Eustace's handwriting.'' 

"Impossible!" 

" No , lad. I have been secretary to a prince , and leamt 
to Interpret cipher, and to watch every pen-stroke; and, 
young as I am, I think that I am not easily deceived. Would 
6od I were ! Come on , lad ; and strike no man hastily, lest 
thou cut off thine own flesh.** 

So forth the two went, along the park to the eastward, 
and past the head of the little wood-imbosomed fishing- 
town, a steep stair of houses clinging to the cliff far below 
ihem, the bright slate roofs and white walls glittering in the 
moonlight; and on some half-mile forther, along the steep 
hill-side, fenced with oäk-wood down to the water*s edge, 
by a narrow forest path, to a point where two glens meet 
and pour their streamlets over a cascade some hundred feet 
in height into the sea below. By the side of this waterfall a 
narrow path climbs upward from the beach ; and here it was 
that the two brothers expected to meet the messenger. 

Frank insisted on taking his Station below Amyas. He 
said that he was certain that Eustace himself would make his 
appearance, and that he was more üt than Amyas to bring 
hlm to reason by parley; that if Amyas would keep watcS 
some twenty yards aboye, the escape of the messenger 
would be impossible. Moreover, he was the eider brother, 
and the post of honour was his right So Amyas obeyed him, 
after msüdng him promise that if more than one man came up 
the path, he would let them pass him before he challenged, 
so that both might bring them to bay at the same time. 

So Amyas took his Station under a high marl bank, and, 
bedded in luxuriant crown-fems , kept his eye steadily on 
FrasJc, who sat down on a little knoU of rock, (where is now 
a garden Oin the eliff-edge) whieh parts the path and the dark 
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chasm down which the stream rushes to its final leap over 
the clifPl 

There Amyas sat a fall half-hour, and glanced at whiles 
from Frank to look upon the scene around. Outside the 
south-west wind blew fresh and strong, and the moonlight 
danced upon a thousand crests of foam; but within the 
black jagged point which sheltered the town, the sea did 
but heave, in long oily swells of rolling silver, onward into - 
the black shadow of the hüls, within which the town and pier 
lay invisible, save where a twinking light gave token of some 
lonely fisher's wife, watching the weary night through for 
the boat which would retum with dawn. Here and there 
upon the sea , a black speck marked a herring-boat , drifting 
with its line of nets; and right off the mouth of the glen, 
Amyas saw, with a beating heart , a large two-masted yessel 
lying-to — that must be the "Portugal ! " Eagerly he looked 
up Sie glen, and listened; but he heard nothing but the 
sweeping of the wind across the downs five hundred feet 
above, and the sough of the waterfall upon the rocks below; 
he saw nothing but the vast black sheets of oak-wood 
sloping up to the narrow blue sky above, and the broad 
bright bunteres moon, and the woodcocks, which, chuckling 
to each other, hawked to and fro, like swallows, between the 
tree-tops and the sky^ 

At last he heard a rustle of the fallen leaves; he shrank 
closer and doser into the darkness of the bank. Then swift 
light Steps — not down the path, from above, but upward, 
from below; bis heart beat quick and loud. And in another 
half minute a man came in sighl, within three yards of 
Frank's hiding place. 

Frank sprang out instantly. Amyas saw bis bright blade 
glance in the clear October moonlight 

" Stand , in the Queen's name ! " 

The man drew a pistol from under his cloak, and fired 
fall in his face. Had it happened in these days of deton&tors, 
Fraukes chance had been small; but to get a ponderous 
wheel-lock under weigh was a longer businesfir, and before 
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the fizzing of the flint had ceased, Frank had strack up the 
pistol wiüi his rapier, and it exploded harmlessly over his 
head. The man instantly dashed the weapon in his face', and 
closed. 

The blow, iuckily, did not take effect on that delicate 
forehead, but strack him in the Shoulder: nevertheless, 
Frank , who with all his grace and agility was as fragile as a 
lily, and a very babble of the earth, staggered, and lost his 
gaard, and before he could recoyer himself, Amyas saw a 
dagger gleam, and one, two, three blows fiercely repeated. 

Mad with fury, he was with them in an instant They 
were scaffling together so dosely in the shade that he was 
afraid to ase his sword point; but with the hilt he dealt a 
Single blow fall on the ruffian- s cheek. It was enough ; with 
a hideous shriek, the fellow rolled over at his feet, and 
Amyas set his foot on him , in act to run him throngh. 

''Stop! stay!*' lUmost screamed Frank; '4t is Eustace! 
oor cousin Eustace ! " and he leant against a tree. 

Amyas sprang towards him : but Frank waved him ofiP. 

"It is nothing — a Scratch. He has papers: I am sure 
of il Take them ; and for God's sake let him go ! " 

"Villain! give me your papers!" cried Amyas, setting 
his foot once more on the writhing Eustace, whose jaw was 
broken across. 

"You Struck me foully from behind," moaned he, his 
Yanity and envy even then Coming out, in that faint and 
foolish attempt to prove Amyas not so very much better 
a man. 

'^Hound, do you think that I dare not strike you in front? 
Sive me your papers, letters, whatever Popish devilry you 
carry, or as I live, I will cut off your head, and take them 
myself , even if it cost me the shame of Stripping your 
corpse. Giye them up! Traitor, murderer! give them, 
I say!'* And setting his foot on him afresh, he raised his 
sword. 

Eustace was usually no craven: but he was cowed. Be- 
tweenagony and shame, hehadnohearttoresist Martyr- 
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dorn, wMch looked so splendid when consummated selon les 
rkgles on Tower Hill or Tybum, befbre pitying, or (still 
better) scoffing moltitades, looked a oonfased) dkty, ugly 
business there in the dark forest; and as he lay, a stream 
of moonlight bathed bis mightj cousin's broad clear fore- 
head, and bis long golden locks, and bis white terrible 
blade, tili he seemed, to Eustace's superstitious eye, like 
one of those fair yonng St. Michaels trampling on the fiend, 
which he had seen abroad in old German pictures. He shud- 
dered; polled a packet from bis bosom, and threw it from 
him, murmuring, "Ihavenotgivenit" 

^'Sweär to me that these are all the papers which you 
have, in cipher or out of cipher. Swear on your soul, or 
you die!" 

Eüstace swore. 

" Teil me, who are your accomplices? " 

'^ Never ! " seid Eustace. ^' Cruel ! have you not degraded 
me enougfa already?*' and the wretched young man burst 
into tears , and hid bis bleeding face in bis hands. 

One hint of honour made Amyas as gentle as a lamb. He 
lifted Eusta^ up , and bade him lun for bis life. 

"lamtoowemylifs, then, to you?" 

"Not in the least; only to your being aLeigh. Go, or 
it will be worse for you ! " And Eustace went ; while Amyas, 
catchingup the predous packet, hurried to Frank. He had 
fainted already , and bis brother had to carry him as far as 
the park, before he could find any of the other watchers. 
The bHnd, as far as they were concemed, was complete. 
They had heard and seen nothing. Whosoever had brought 
the packet had landed they knew not where; and so all 
retumed to the Court, carrying Frank, who recovered grar 
dually , having ratber bruises than wounds ; for bis foe had 
fttruck wildly , and with a trembling band. 

Half an hour after, Amyas, Mr. Gary, and bis son George 
were in deep consultation over thefoUowingEpistle, the only 
Daper in the packet which was not in cipher : — 
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"■+• Deak Brother N. S. in Ch^^ et Ecclesia, 
" This is to inform you, and the friends of the cause, that 
S. Josephus has landed in Smerwick, with eight hondred 
Taliant Crusaders, buming with hol^r zeal to imitate last 
year'Q martyrs of Carrigfolium, and to expiate their offenoe« 
(which I fear may have been many) by the propagation of 
oar most holy faith. I have purified the fort (which they 
are strennously rebuilding) with prayer and holy water, from 
the stain of heretical footsteps , and consecrated it a^sh to 
the Service of Heaven, as the first-fniits of the isle of saints ; 
and hatingdisplayed the consecrated bannertotheadoration 
of the faithful, have retumed to EarlDesmond, thati may 
^stablish his faith, weak as yet, by reason of the allürements 
of this World: thongh since, by the valour of his brother 
James , he that hindered was taken out of the way , (I mean 
Davils the heretic, sacrifice well-pleasing in fhe eyes of 
Heaven !) the young man has lei^t a more obedient ear to my 
counsels. If you can do anything, do it quiokly, for a great 
doör and effectual is opened,and there are many adrersaries. 
Bat be swift, for so do the poor lambs of the Church tremble 
at the fury of the heretics , that a hundred wjJJ flee before 
one Englishman. And indeed, were it Aot for that divine 
eharity toward the Church (which Covers the multitude of 
sins) with which they are resplendent, neither they nor their 
country wouldbe, bythecamal judgment, counted warthy 
of so great labour in their behalf. For they themselves are 
given much to lying, theft, and drunkenness, vain babbling, 
aad profane dancing and singing; and are still, as S.Gildas 
reports of them, *more careful to shroud their villanous face« 
in bushy hair, than decently to cover their bodies;'. while 
their land, (by reason of the tyranny of their chieftains, and 
the oontinual wars and plunderings among their tribes, which 
leave them weak and divided, an easy prey to the myrmidons 
of the ezcommunicate and usurping Englishwoman,) lies 
utterly waste with fire, and defaced wiüi corpses of the 
starved and slain. Bat what are these things, while the holy 



128 CLOVBLLY COURT 

virtue of Catholio obedience still floorishes in their hearte? 
TheChuTch cares notfortheconservationof bodyand goods, 
bat of immortal souls. 

*'If any devout lady shall so will, you may obtain from 
her liberaUty a shirt for this woFthless tabemacle, and also 
apairof hose; fori am nnsavonry to myself and to others, 
and of such luxuries none here has superfluity; for all live 
in holy poYerty, except the fleas, who have that consolation 
in this World, for which this unhappy nation, and those 
who labour among them, must wait tili the world to come. * 
" Your loving Brother, 

«N. S." 

" Sir Richard must kno w of this before day-break ," cried 
old Cary. '^Eight hundred men landed! We must call out 
the Posse Comitatus, and sail with them bodily. I will go 
myself, old as 1 am. Spaniards in Ireland? not a dog of 
them must go home again." < 

"Not a dog of them," answered Will; "but where is 
Blr. Winter and his squadron?" 

"Safe in Milford Haven; a messenger must be sent to 
himtoo." % 

"l'll go," saidAmyas: "but Mr. Gary is right. Sir Richard 
must know all first." 

"And we must have those Jesuits." 

" What? Mr. Evans and Mr. Morgan? God help us— they 
are at my uncle's ! Consider the honour of our family ! " 

"Judge for yourself, my dear boy," said old Mr. Cary, 
gently : " would it not be rank treason to let these foxes escape, 
while we have this damning proof against them?'* 

"I will go myself then." 

"Why not? You maykeepall straight, and Will shall 
go with you. Call a groom. Will, and get your horse 
saddled, and my Yorkshire gray; he will make better play 
with this big fellow on his back, than the little pony astride 
of which Mr. Leigh came Walking in (as I hear) this moming. 
• See Note at end of Chapter. 
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Ab for Frank, the ladies will see to him well enoagh, and 
glad enough, too, to haye so fine a bird in their cage for 
a week or two." 

"And my mother ? " 

"We*ll ^end to her to-morrow by day-break. Come, 
a stirrup-cup to start with, bot and bot Now, boots, doaks, 
swords , a deep pull and a warm one , and away ! " 

And tbe jolly old man bustled them out of tbe house and 
into their saddles , under the broad bright winter's moon. 

"You must make your pace, lads, or the moon will 
be down before you are over the moors." And so away 
they went. ' 

Neither of them spoke for many a mile. Amyas, because 
bis mind was fixed firmly on the one objeet of saving the 
hoHOur of bis house; and Will, because he was hesitating 
between Ireland and thewars, and Böse Salteme and love- 
making. At last he spoke suddenly. 

«I'llgo, Amyas." 

"Whither?" 

"To Ireland with you, old man. I have dragged my 
anchor at last" 

"Whatanchor, myladof parables?" • 

"See, here am I, a tall and gallant ship." 

* * Modest , e ven if not true." 

"Inclination, likeananchor, holds me tight." 

"Tothemud." 

" Nay , to a bed of roses — not without their thoms." 

**Hillo? I häve sfeen oysters grow on fruit-trees before 
now, but neveran anchor in a rose-garden." 

" Silence , or my allegory will go to noggin-staves." 

" Against the rocks of my flinty discernment." 

"Pooh — well, üp comes duty like a jolly breeze, 
blowing dead from the north-east, and ad bitter and cross 
as a north-easter too, and tugs me away toward Ireland. 
I hold on by the rose-bed — any ground in a störm — tili 
eyeiy Strand is parted, andofflgo, westward ho! togetmy 
throat cut in a bog-hole with Amyas Leigh." 
Westward Ho! L 9 
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"Earnest, Will?" 

^^ As I am a sinful man." 

" WeU done , young hawk of the White CliflF! " 

* * I had rather have calle d it Gallantry Bower still, though," 
SffiidWiUypmming onthe double name pf the noble precipice 
which forms the highest point of the deer-park. 

"Well, as l^ng as you are on land, you know it is 
Gallantry Bower still: but we always call it White Cliff when 
you see it £rom the sea-board , as you and I shall do, I hope, 
to-morrow evening." 

"What, so soon?" 

"Dareweloseaday?" * 

" I suppose not : heigh-ho ! " 

And they rode on again in silence, Ainyas in the mean- 
while being not a little content (in spite of his late self- 
renunciation) to find that one of his rivals at least was going 
to raise the siege of the Böse garden for a few months, and 
withdraw his forces to the coast of Kerry. 

As they went over Bursdon, Amyas pulled up suddenly. 

"Did you not hear a horse's step on our left?" 

" On our left — Coming up from Welsford moor? Impos- 
sible at thiAime of night. It must have been a stag, or a 
sounder of wild swine: or may be only an old cow." 

"It was the ring of iron, friend. Let us stand and 
watch." 

Bursdon and Welsford were then, as now, a rolling 
ränge of dreary moors, unbroken by tor or tree, or any- 
thing save few and far between a world-old forze-bank 
which marked the common rights of some distant cattle 
farm, and crossed then, not as now , by a decent road, but 
by a rough confosed track-way, the remnant of an oldKoman 
road from Clovelly dikes to Launceston. To the left it 
trended down towards a lower ränge of moors , which form 
the water-shed of the heads of Torridge; and thither the 
two young men peered down over the expanse of bog and 
furze, which glittered for miles beneath the moon, one sheet 
of frosted silver, in the heavy autumn dew. 
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"If any of (Eustace's party are trymg to get home from 
Fresh water, they might save a couple of miles by comizig 
across Welsford, instead of going by tbe main track, as we 
have done." So said Amyas, who though (luckily for him) 
HO " genius, " was cimning as a fox in all matters of tactic 
andpractic, and would have in these days prored hisright 
to be considered an intellectual person by being a thorougb 
manof business. 

"If any of bis party are mad, Üiey*ll try it, and be 
stogged tili the day of judgment. There are bogs in the 
bottom twenty feet deep. Plague on the fellow! whoever 
be is , he has dodged us t Look there ! " 

It was too true. The unknown horseman had evidently 
dismounted below, and led bis horse up on the other side 
of a long furze-dike; tili Coming to the point where it tumed 
away again from bis intended course, he appeared against 
the sky , in the act of leading bis nag over a gap. 

"Ride like the wind!" and both youths galloped across 
furze and heather at bim; but ere they were withinahnndred 
yards of bim, he had leapt again on bis horse, and was away 
far abead. 

"There is the dor to us, with a vengeance," criedCary, 
putting in the spurs. 

" It is but a lad ; we shall never catch him." 

"111 try, though; and do you lumber after as you can, 
old heavysides ; " and Gary pushed f orward. 

Amyas lost sigbt of him for ten minutes, and then eame 
up witb him' dismounted, and feeling disconso^ately at bis 
horse 's knees. 

"Look for my head. It lies somewhere about among 
the furze there; and oh! I am as füll of needles as ever was 
apin-cushion." 

"Are bis knees broken?" 

"I daren't look. No, I believe not Come along, and 
make the best of a bad matter. The fellow is a mile ahead, 
and to the right, too." 

9* 
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"He is going for Moorwinstow, then; but where is my 
Cousin? " 

"BehinduB, Idaresay. We shall nab him at last.*' 

"Gary, promise me that if we do, you will keep out of 
sight, and let me manage him.'' 

'^ My boy, I only want Evan Morgans and Morgan Evans. 
He is but the caf s-paw, and we are after the cats them- 
selves." 

And so they went on other dreary six miles, tili the land 
trended downwards, showing dark glens and masses of 
woodland far below. 

"Now, then, straight to Chapel, and stop the fozes* 
earth? Or through the King*s park to Stow, and get out 
SirEichard'shounds, hue andery, andQueen's Warrant in 
proper form?" 

"Let US see Sir Bichard first ; and whatsoever he decides 
about my uncle, I will endure as a loyal subject musf 

So they rode through the BLing's park, whileSirRichard's 
colts came whinnying and staring round the intruders, and 
down through a rieh woodland lane five hundred feet into 
the Valley, tili they could hear the brawling of the little 
trout-stream, and beyond, the everlasting thunder of ithe 
ocean surf. 

Down through warm woods, all fragrant with dying 
autumn flowers , leaving far above the keen Atlantic breeze, 
into one of those delicious westem Gombes, and so past the 
mill, and the little knot of flower-clad cottages. In the 
window of one öf them a light was still buming. The two 
young men knew well whose window that was; and both 
hearts beat fast; for Rose Salteme slept, or rather seemed 
towake, in that Chamber. 

"Folks are late in Combe to -night," said Amyas as 
carelessly as he could. 

Gary looked eamestly at the window, and then sharply 
enough at Amyas; but^yas was busy settling his stirrup; 
and Gary rode on, unconscious that every fibre in com- 
nanion's huge frame was trembling like his own. 
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^'Maggy and dose down here," said Amyas, who in 
reality was quite faint with his own inward struggles. 

** We shall be at Stow gate in five minutes," said Gary, 
looldng back and down iongingly as his horse climbed the 
opposite hill; but a tum of the zigzag road hid the cottage, 
and the next thonght was^howto effect an entrance into Stow 
at three in the moming without being eaten by the ban- 
dogs, who were already howling and growling at the sound 
of the horse-hoofs. 

Howeyer, they got safely in, after muoh knocking and 
calling, through the postem-gate in the high west wall, into 
a mansion, the description whereof I must defer to the next 
chaptw, seeing that the moon has already sank into the 
Atlantic, and Üiere is darkness over land and sea* 

Sir Richard, in his long gown, was soon down-stairs in 
the hall ; the letter read, and the story told; but ere it was 
half finished — 

<* Anthony, call up a groom, and let him bring me a 
horse round. Gentlemen, if you will excuse me üve minutes, 
I shall be at your service." 

" You will not go alone, Richard? " asked Lady Gfrenvile, 
putting her beautiful face in [its night -coif out of an ad- 
joining door. 

"Surely, sweet chuck, we three are enough to take two 
poor pole-cats of Jesuits. Go in, and help me toboot and 
gird." 

In half an hour they were down-and up across the Valley 
again, under the few low. ashes clipt flat by the seabreeze 
which stood round the lonely gate of Chapel. 

<*Mr. Gary, there is a back path across the downs to 
Marsland; go and guard that" Gary rode ofiP; and Sir 
Richard , as he knocked loudly at the gate — 

** Mr. Leigh , you see that I have consulted your honour, 
and that of your poor uncle, by adventuring thus alone. 
What will you have me do now, which may not be unfit for 
me and you?" 

*<0h, Sir!*' gaid Amyas, with tears in his honest ejea^ 



134 CLOVELLY COURT 

f'yoQ have shown yourself once more what 70a always have 
been, — my dear and beloyed master on earth, not second 
even to my admiral Sir Francis Drake." 

"Or the Queen, I hope," ßaid Grenvile amiling, "but 
pociis palabras, What will y ou do ? " 

"Mywretchedconsin, Sir, may not have retumed — and 
if I might watch for bim on the main road — unless yon want 
me with you.** 

"Bichard Grenvile can walk alone, lad. But what will 
y ou do with your cousin ? " 

"Send him out of the country, never to retum; or if he 
refuses , run him through on the spot.** 

" Go, lad." And as he spoke, a sleepj voice asked inside 
thegate, "Whowasthere?" 

" Sir Biehard Grenvile. Opeti, in the Qi^een*s name ! " 

" Sir Biehard? He ie in bis bed, and be hanged to you. 
No honest folk come at this hour of night." 

"Amyas!" shouted Sir Biehard. Amyas rode ))ack. 

"Burstthatgate forme, while I hold your horse." 

Amyas leaped down, took up a rock fr<Hn the road-side, 
such as Homer's heroes used to send at each other's heads, 
and in an instant the door was flat on the ground, and tbe 
serving man on bis back inside, while Sir Biehard quietly 
entering over it, likeUnaintothehut, toldthefellowtoget 
up and hold bis horse for bim (which the clod, who knew 
well enough that terrible voice, did without ^ther mur- 
murs), and then strode straight to the front door. It was 
already open. The bousehold had been up and abootall 
along, or the noise at the entry had aroused them. 

Sir Biehard knocked, however, at the opendoo^; and, 
to bis astonishment, bis knock was answered by Mr. Leigb 
himself, fully dressed, and candle in band. 

"Sir Biehard Grenvile I What, Sur! is this neighbourly, 
not to say gentle, to break into my house in the dead of 
night?" 

"I broke your outer door, Sir, because I was reftised . 
^ntranee wben I asked in tbe Queen*» name.' I knocked at 
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yoar inner one ; as I should have knocked at the poorest 
cottager's in the parish , because I found it open. You have 
two Jesoits here, Sir! and here is the Qaeen*s Warrant for 
apprehending them. I have signed it with my own hand, 
and , moreo ver, serye it now wiöi my own band , in order to 
save you scandal — and it may be , worse. I mast have these 
men, Mr. Leigh." 

"My dear Sir Eichard! -^" 

" I must have them, qr I must search the honse ; and you 
wotdd not put either yourself or me to so shameful a ne- 
cessity?" 

" My dear Sir Richard ! — " 

"Must I,'then, ask you to stand back from your own 
doorway, my dear Sir?" said Grenvile. And then changmg 
bis Toice to tiiat fearful lion's roar, for which he was famous, 
and which it seemed impossible that Ups so delicate could 
utter, hethundered, "E^navesbehindthere! Back!" 

This was spoken to half-a-dozen grooms and serving men, 
who , well armed, were dustered in the passage. 

"What? swordsout, yousonsof cliffrabbits?" And in 
a moment, SirRichard's long blade flashed out also, and 
putting Mr. Leigh gently aside, as if he had been a child, 
he walked up to tbe party, who vanished right and left; 
having expected a cur dog, in the shape of a parish con- 
Stahle, and come upon a lion instead. They were stout 
fellows enough, no doubt, in a fair fight: but they had no 
stomach to be hanged in a row at Launceston Castle, after 
a preliminary running through the body by that redoubted 
admiral and most unpeacefnl justice of the peace. 

"And now, my dear Mr. Leigh," said Sir Richard, as 
blandly as ever, "where are my men? The night is coldj 
and you, aswellasl, need to be in our beds." 

"The men, Sir Richard — the Jesuits — they are not 
here, indeed." 

"Nothere, Sir?" 

"On the Word of a gentleman, they left my house an 
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hour ago. Believe me, Sir, they did; I will sweartoyou, 
ifyouneed." 

"I believe Mr. Leigh of Chapers word without oatibs. 
Whither are they gone? " 

"Nay, Sir — how can I teil? they are — they are, as I 
maysay, fled, Sir; escaped." 

" With y our connivance ; at least with your son's. Where 
are they gone?** 

"As I live , I do not know." 

"Mr. Itreigh — is this possible? Can you add nntruth to 
that treason from the punishment of which I am tiying to 
shieldyou?" 

Poor Mr. Leigh borst into tears. 

"Oh! my God! my God! is it come to this? Over and 
above having the fear and anxiety of keeping these black 
rascals in my honse, and having to stop their villanous 
mouths every minute, for fear they should hang me and 
themselves, I am to be called a traitor and aliarinmy old 
age, and that, too, by Richard Grenvile! Would God I 
had never been bom ! Would God I had no sool to be saved, 
and I 'd just go and drown care in drink, and let the Queen 
and the Pope fight it out their own way I " And the poor old 
man sank down into a chair, and covered his face with his 
hands , and then leaped up again. 

"Bloss my heart ! Excuse me , Sir Richard — to sit down 
and leave you standing. 'S life, Sir, sorrow is making a haw- 
buckofme. Sit down, mydearSir! my worshipfulSir! or 
rather, come with me into myroom, and hear a poorwretched 
man*s stoiy, for I swear before God the men are fled; and 
my poor boyEustace is not home either ; and the groom teils 
me that his devil of a cousin has broken his jaw for him ; and 
his mother is all but mad this hour past Good lack! good 
lack!" 

"He nearly murdered his angel of a cousin, Sir!" said 
Sir Richard severely. 

"What, Sir? They never told me." 

"He had stabbed his cousin Frank three times, Sir, be- 
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fore Amyas, who is as noble a lad as walks God's earth, 
strack him down. Andindefenceof what, forsooth, didhe 
play the raffian and the swashbuckler, but to bring home to 
yonr honse this letter, Sir, which you shall hear at your 
leisure, the moment I have taken order about your priests." 
And Walking out of the house, he went round and called to 
Caiy to come to him. 

" The birds are flown , Will ," whispered he. " There is 
but one chance for us , and that is Marsland Mouth. If they 
are trying to take boat there, you may be yet in time. If 
they are gone inland, we can do nothing tili we raise the hue 
and cry to-morrow." 

And Will galloped off /Over the döwns toward Marsland, 
while Sir Richard ceremoniously walked in again, and pro- 
fessed himself ready and happy to have the honour of an 
audience in Mr. Leigh's private Chamber. And as we know 
pretty well already what was to be discussed therein, we had 
better go over to Marsland Mouth, and, ifpossible, arrive 
there befor^ Will Gary; öeeing that he arrived hot and 
swearing, halfanhourtoolate. 

, Note. — I have shrank somewhat firom giving.these and other sketchea 
(troe and accarate as I believe them to be ,) of Ireland during Elizabeth*s 
reign , when the tyranny and lawlessness of the fendal Chiefs had redaced 
the Island to such a State of weakness and barbarism, that it was absolutely 
necessary for. England either to crush the Norman-Irlsh nobility, and 
organize some sort of law and order, or to leave Ireland an easy prey to 
the Spaniards, or any other nation which should go to war with ns. The 
work was done — clumsily rather than cruelly ; but wrongs were inflicted, 
and avenged by fresh wrongs, and those by fresh again. May the memory 
of them perish for ever ! It has been reserved for this age , and for the 
liberal policy of this age , to see the last eballitions of Celtic excitability 
die ODt harmless and ashamed of itself, and to find that the Irishman, when 
he is broaght as a soldier ander the regenerative inflaence of law^ dis- 
cipline, self-respect , and loyalty, can prove himself a worthy rival of the 
more stem Norse-Saxon warrior. God grant that the military brotherhood 
between Irish and English, which is the especial glory of the present war, 
may be the germ of a brotherhood industrial, political, and hereafter, per- 
haps, religioDs also; and that not merely the corpses of heroes, but the 
fends ai^ wrong| which have parted them for centuries , may Ue buried, 
once anofor ever, in the noble graves of Alma and of Inkerman. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE COOMBES OF THE FAB WEST, v 

**Far, far, from bence 
The Adriatio breaka in a warm bay 
Among the green Illyrian hüls , and there 
The snnshine in the happy glens 1« fair, 
And by the sea, and in the brakes 
The grass is cool , the aea-side air 
Baoyant and fresh , the mountain flowers 
More ▼irginal and sweet than ours.** 

Matthew Arnoli». 

And even such are those delightfcQ glens, which cut the 
high table land of the confines of Devon and Comwall, and 
opening eaeh through its gorge of down and rock, towards 
the boundless Western Ocean. Each is like the other, and 
each is like no other English scenery. Each has its upright 
walls, inland of rieh oak-wood, nearer the sea of dark green 
furze, then of smooüuturf , then of weird black cliffis which 
ränge out right and left far into the deep sea, in Castles, 
spires , and wings of jagged iron-stone. Each has its narrow 
Strip of fertile meadow, its crystal trout-stream winding 
aci;os8 and across from one hill-foot to the other; its gray 
stone miU, with the water sparkling and humming round the 
dripping wheel; its dark rock pools above the tide mark, 
where the salmon-trout gather in from their Atlantic wander- 
ings, after each autumn flood; its ridge of blown sand, 
bright with golden trefoil and crimson ladj's finger ; its gray 
bank of poUshed pebbles, down which the stream rattles 
toward the sea below. Each has its black £eld of jagged 
8hark*s-tooth rock which paves the cove from side to side, 
streaked with here and there a pink line of shell sai^, and 
laced with white foam from the etemal surge , stretching in 
parallel lines out to the westward, in strata set upright on 
edge , or tilted ^towards each other at stränge angles by pri- 
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meval earthquakes ; — such is the ^^Mouth" — as those coves 
are ci^ed; and such the jaw of teeth which they display, 
one rasp of wliich would grind abroad the timbers of the 
stoutest ship. To landward, all richness, softness, and 
peace; to seaward, a waste andhowlingwildemessofrock 
and roller, barren to the fisherman, and hopeless to the 
ship-wrecked mariner. 

In only one of these ^'Mouths'* is a landing for boats, 
made possible by a long sea-wall of rock, which protects it 
from the rollers of the Atlantic ; and that Menth is Marsland, 
the abode of the White Witch, Lucy Passmore; whither, as 
Sir Richard Grenvile fightiy jndged, the Jesuits were gone. 
Bat before the Jesuits came , two other persons were Stand- 
ing on that lonely beach' under the bright October moon, 
namely Kose Salteme and the White Witch herseif; for 
Rose, feyered with curiosity and superstition , and allnred 
by tfae Very wildness and possible danger of the spell, had 
kept her appointment; and a few minutes before midnight, 
stood on the gray shingle beaeh with her connsellor. 

** Yon be safe enongh here to-ni^t, Miss. My old man 
is snoring sound a-bed , and there 's fto other soul ever sets 
foot here o' nights , except it be the mermaids no w and then. 
Goodness Father, where 's our boat? It ought to be up 
here on the pebbles." 

Rose pointed to a strip of sand some forty yards nearer 
tiiesea, where the boat lay. 

"Oh, the lazy old villain! he 's been round the rodts 
after pollodt; thüs evening, and never taken the trouble to 
hale the boat up. I 'II trounce him for it when I get home. I 
only hope he 's made her fast, where she is, that 's all! 
He 's more plague to me than ever my money will be. 
deary me ! " 

And the good wife bustled down toward the boat, with 
Rose behind her. 

*^l88, *tis fast, sureenough: and theoars a-board too! 
Well, I never! Oh, the lazy thief, to leave they here to 
be stole! XII just sit in the boat, dear, and watch mun, 
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while you go down to the say; for you mnst be all alone to 
yourself, you know, or you*ll se© nothing. There 's the 
loöking-glass; nowgo, and dip your head three times , and 
mindyoudon't look to land or sea, before youVe said the 
words, and looked upon the glass. Now, be quick, it 's 
just upon midnight" 

And she coiled herseif up in the boat, while Rose went 
faltering down the strip of sand, some twenty yards further, 
and there slipping off her clothes, stood shivering and 
trembling for a moment before she entered the sea. 

She was between two walls of rock: that on her left 
band, some twenty feet high, hid her in deepest shade; 
that on her right, though much lower , took the whole blaze 
of the midnightmoon. G-reat festoons of olive and purple 
sea-weed hung from it, shading dark cracks and crevices, fit 
haunts for all the goblins of the sea. On her left band, the 
peaks of the rock frowned down ghastly black; on her right 
band, far aloft, the downs slept bright and cold. 

The breeze had died away; not even a roUer broke the 
perfect stillness of the cove. The gulls were all asleep upon 
the ledges. Over aM was a true autumn silence ; a silence 
which may be heard. She stood awed, and listened in hope 
of a sound which might teil her that any living thingbeside 
herseif existed. 

There was ^ faint bleat, as of a new-bom lamb, high 
above her head; she started and looked up. Then awail 
from the cliffs, as of a childin pain, answered by another 
from the opposite rocks. They were but the passing snipe, 
and the otter calling to her brood: but to her they were 
mysterious, supematural, goblins come to answer to her 
call. Nevertheless, they only quickened her expectation; 
and the witch had told her not to fear them. Ü she per- 
formed the rite duly , nothing would barm her: but she could 
hear the beating of her own heart, as she stepped, mirror in 
band, into the- cold water, waded hastily, as far as she 
dare, and then stopped aghast. 

A ring of flame was round her waist; every limb was 
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baÜied in lambent light; all the multitadinous life of the 

aütiminsea, stirred by her approach , had flashed suddeuly 

intoglory; 

'^And aronnd her the lamps of the sea nymphs, 
Myriad fiery globes , swam heaving and panting , and rainbowa , 
Crimaon and azare and emerald, were broken in star-showers , Ifghting 
Far throagh the wine-dark depths of the crystal, the gardens of Nereas, 
Coral ^d sea-fan and tangle , the blooms and the palms of the ocean." 

She could see every shell which crawled on the white sand 
at her feet, every rock-fish which played in and out of the 
crannies , and stared at her with its broad bright eyes , while 
the great palmate oar-weeds which waved along the chasm, 
half seen in the glimm ering water, seemed to beckon her 
down with long brown hands to a grave amid their chilly 
bowers. She tumed to flee : but she had gone too far now 
toretreat; hastily dippihgherheadthreetimes, shehiirried 
out to the sea-marge, and looking through her dripping 
locks at the magic mirror , pronounced the incantation — 

**A maiden pare, here I stand, 
Neither on sea nor yet on land ; 
Angela watch me on either band. 
If yon be landsman, come down the Strand; 
If yon be sailor, come ap the sand; 
If yon be angel, come from the sky, 
Look in my glass, and pass me by. 
Look in my glass, and go flrom the shore; 
Leave me , bot love me for evermore.'* 

The incantation was hardly finished; her eyes were 
straining into the mirror, where, as may be supposed, 
Qothing appeared but the sparkle of the drops from her own 
tresses , when she heard rattling down the pebbles the hasty 
feet of men and horses. 

She darted into a cavem of the high rock, and hastily 
drest herseif: the steps held on right to the boat. Peeping 
out, half dead with terror, she saw there fourmen, two of 
whom had just leaped from their horses, and tuming them 
adrift, began to help the other two in running the boat 
down. 

Whereon, out of the stem sheets, arose like an angry 
^ost, fhe portly figure of Lucy Passmore, and shrieked in 
shiillest treble — 
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''Eh? ye TÜlams, ye roogs, what do ye want staling 
poor folk's boats by night like this ? " 

The whole party recoiled in terror, and one tnmed to 
run up the beach, shouting at the top of bis voice, '*'T is a 
m^^rmaiden — a marmaiden asleep in Willy Passmore's boat! ** 

''I wish it were any sich good luck,*' she could hear Will 
say; "'tis my wife, oh dear!" and he cowered down, ex- 
pecting the hearty cuff which he reeeived duly , as the White 
Witch, leaping out of the boat, dared any man to touch it, 
and thnndered to her husband to go home to bed. 

The wily dame, as Rose well guessed, was keeping np 
this delay chiefly to gain time for her pnpil: bat she had 
also more solid reasons for making the fight as hard as 
possible; for she, as well as Kose, had already discemed 
in the ungainly figure of one of the party, the same sns- 
picious Welsh gentleman, on whose calling she had divined 
long ago; and she was so loyal a subiect, as to hold in 
extreme horror her husband's meddling with such "Popish 
skulkers," (as she caUed the whole J)arty roundly to Üieir 
face,) — unless on consideration of a very handsome sum of 
money. In vain Parsons thundered, Campian entreated, 
Mr. Leigh's groom swore , and her husband danced round in 
an agony of mingled fear and covetousness. 

''No," she cried, '^asl am an honest woman and loyal! 
This is why you left the boat down to the shoore, you cid 
traitor, you, is it? To help off sich noxious trade as this 
out of the hands of her Majesty's quorum and rotulorum? 
£h? Stand back, cowards! Will you strikea woman?** 

This last speech (as usual) was merely indicative of her 
Intention tostrike the mai; for, gettingoutoneof theoars, 
she swung it round and round fiercely, and at last caught 
Father Parsons such a crack across the shins, that he 
retreated with a howl. 

"Lucy, Lucyl'* shrieked her husband, in shrillest 
Devon ^setto, "be you nuized? Be you mazed, lass? 
They promised me two gold nobles before I *d lend them 
theboot!** 
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' **Tu?" shrieked the matron, with a tone of ineffable 
scom. "And do yu call yourself a man?** 

''Tu nobles! tu nobles!'* shrieked he again, hopping 
ab out at oar*slength. 

** Tu? And would you seil your soul under ten? '* 
"Oh, if that is it," cried poor Campian, "give her ten, 
give her ten, brother Pars — Morgans, I mean; and take 
care of your shins, *Offa Cerbero,* you know — Oh, virago! 
^ Furens quid foemina possit ! ' Certainly she is some Lamia, 
some Gk)rgon, some—" 

"Take that, for your Lamys and Gorgons to an honest 
woman!" and in a moment poor Campian*s thin legs were 
cut firom under him, while the virago, "mounting on his 
trank astride," like that more famous one on Hudibras, 
cried, "Ten nobles, orI*llkepyeheretillmoming!" And 
the ten nobles were paid into her band. 

. And now the boat, its dragon guardian being paeified, 
was run down to the sea, and elose past the nook where poor 
Uttle Böse was squeezing herseif into Üie furthest and 
darkest comer, among wet'sea-weed and rough bamacles, 
holding her breath as they approached. 

They passed her, and the boat*s keel was already in the 
water; Lucy had foUowed them dose, for reasons of her 
own , and perceiving close to the water*s edge a dark cavem, 
cunningly surmised that it contained Rose , and planted her 
ample person right across its mouth, while she grumbled at 
her husband, the strangers, and above all at Mr. Leigh*s 
groom, to whom she prophesied pretty plainly Launceston 
gaol and the gallows: while the wretched serving man, who 
would as tfoon haye dared to leap off Welcombe Cliff, as to 
retum railing for railing to the White Witch , in vain en- 
treated her mercy, and tried, by all possible dodging, 
to keep one of the party between himself and her, lest 
herredoubted eyeshould "overlook" him once more to his 
ruin. 

But the ni^ht*8 adventores were notended yet; for just 
as bie boat was launched, a faint halloo was heard upon the 
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beach, and a minute after, a horseman planged down the 
pebbles, and along the sand, and polling bis horse up on 
its hannches dose to the terrified group, di^ppped, rather 
thanleaped, from the saddle. 

The serving-man, though he dared not tackle a witcb, 
knew well enough how to deal with a swordsman; and 
drawing, sprang npon thenew comer; and then recoüed — 

"God forgive me, it *s Mr. Eustace! Oh, dear Sir, I 
took you for one of Sir Richard*s men! Oh, Sir, you Ve 
hurt!" 

'* A Scratch, a Scratch ! *' almost moaned Eustace. ^' Help 
meintoti^eboat, Jack. Gentlemen, I must with you.'* 

*'Not with US , surely , my dear son , vagabonds upon the 
face of the earth?" said kind-hearted Campian. 

"With you, for ever. - All is over here. Whither 
God and the cause lead** — and he staggered toward the 
boat. 

As he passed Rose, she saw bis ghastly bleeding £ace, 
half bound up with a handkerchief, which could not conceal 
the convulsionsof rage, shame, and despair, which t^sted 
it from all its usual beauty. His eyes glared wildly round — 
and once, right into the cavem. They met hers, so fiiU, 
and keen, and dreadful, that forgetting that she was 
utterly inyisible, the terrified girl was on the point of 
shrieking aloud. 

"He has overlooked me!" said she, shuddering to ber- 
self , as she recoUected his threat of yesterday. 

" Who has wounded you? " asked Campian. 

"My cousin — Amyas — and taken the letter ! " 

"The devil take him, then!" cried Parsons, stamping 
up and down upon the sand in fury. 

" Ay , curse him — you may ! I dare not ! He saved me 
— sent me here ! " — and , with a groan , he made an effort to 
enter the boat 

" Oh , my dear young gentleman," cried Lucy Passmore, 
her woman's heart bursting out at the sight of pain, "you 
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moBt not goo forth with a grane wound like to that Do je 
let me just bind mnn up — do je now! '* and slie advanced. 

Eustace thmst her back. 

"No! better bear it. I deserve it — devils! I deserve 
it! On board, or we shall all be lost — William Carj is 
close bebind me ! *' 

And at that news the boat was thrust into the sea, faster 
thanever it went before, and onlj in time; for it was but 
just round the rocks, and out of sight, when the rattle of 
Carj*s horse-hoofs was heard above. 

^* That rascal of Mr. Leigh's will catch it now, the Popish 
▼illain!" said Lucj Passmore aloud. "You lie still there, 
dear life , an settle jour sperrits ; jou 'm so safe as ever 
was rabbit to burrow. I '11 see what happens, if I die for 
it!'* And so sajing, she squeezed herseif up through a 
cleft to a higher ledge, from whence.she coiüd see what 
passed in the vallej. 

"There mun is! in the meadow, trjing to catch the 
horses! There comes Mr. Carj! Goodness Father, how 
a rid'th! he 's over wall alreadj! Äon, Jack! ron then! 
All get to the river! No, a wain't! Goodness Father! 
There 's Mr. Gary cotched mun ! A's down , a's down ! " 
J"Ishedead?" askedKose, shuddering. 

^^Iss, fegs, dead as nits! and Mr. Gary off his horse, 
Standing overthwart mun! No, a bain't! A's up now. 
Suspose he was hit wi' the flat. What ever is Mr. Gary tu? 
TelHng wi' mun , a bit dear, dear, dear ! " 

"Hashekilledhim?" cried poor Böse. 

*'No, fegs, no! keckingmun, keckingmun, sohardas 
ever was futeball! Gooiness Father, who did ever? If a 
haven't kecked mun right into river, and got on mun's horse 
androdawaj!" 

And so sajing, down she came again. 

'^And now then, mj dear life, us be better to goo hoom 
and get jou sommat warm. You'm mortal cold, I rackon, 
by now. I was cruel f eard for je : but I kept mun off clever, 
didn'tl, now?" 
t Westward Ho! /. 10 
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" I wish — I wish I had not seen Mr. Leigk's face ! " 

"IßSy dreadfdl, weren'tit, pooryoongsoul; asad night 
for his poor mother ! " 

**Luc7, I can't get his face out of my mind. I 'm snre he 
ovetlooked me." 

"0 then! who ever heard the like o' that? When young 
genüemen do overlook young ladies, tain't thikketheor 
aways, Iknoo. Never you think on it." 

''Bat I can't help thinking of it," said Rose. ''Stop. 
Shall we go home yet? Where 's that servant? " 

"Never mind, he wain't see us , here under the hiil. 'I'd 
much Booner to know where my old man was. I Ve a sort 
of a forecasting in my inwards , like , as I alway s has when 
aught's gwain to happen, as though I shuldn't zee mun 
again, like, I have, Miss. Well — he was a bedient old 
BOiil, after all, he was. Goodness Father! and all this 
while US have forgot the very thing us come about! Who 
didyesee?" 

"Only that face!'* said Rose, shuddering. 

"Notintheglass, maid? Saythen, notintheglass?*' 

" Would to heaven it had been ! Lucy , what if he were 
the man I was fated to — " 

"He? Why he 's a praste, a Popish praste, that can't 
many if he would , poor wratch." 

"He is none; and I have cause enough to know it!" 
And, for want of a better confidant, Rose pouredinto the 
willing ears of her companion the whole story of yesterday's 
meeting. 

"He 's a pretty wooer!" said i Lucy, at last, contemp- 
tuously. "Be a brave maid, then, be a brave maid, and 
never terrify yourself with his unlucky face. It 'a because 
there was none here worthy of ye, äiat ye seed none in 
glass. Maybe he 's to be a foreigner, from over seas, and 
that 's why his sperit was so long a-coming. A duke , or a 
prince to the least, I '11 Warrant, he '11 be, tibat carries off the 
Rose of Bideford." 
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Bat in spite of all the good dame*s flatteiy, Rose could 
not wipe that fierce face awaj from her eye-balls. She 
reached home safely, and crept to bed undiscovered: and 
when the next moming, as was to be expected, fonnd her 
laid up with something very like a fever, from excitement, 
terror, and cold, the phantom grew stronger andstronger 
before her, and it required all her woman*s tact and self- 
cestraint to avoid betrajing by her exclamations what had 
happened on that fantastie night. After a fortnighfs weak- 
ness, however, she recovered and went back to Bideford: 
bat ere she arrived there, Amjas was far across the seas on 
bis way to Milford Haven, as shall beiiold in the ensuing 
chapters. 



10* 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

THB TRÜB AND TRAGICAL HISTORY OF MR. JOHN OXENHAM 
OF PLYMOUTH. 

"The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew; 
The fnrrow follow*d free; 
We were the first that ever barst 
Into that sUent sea." 

The Ancismt Marimzr. 

It was too late and too dark last night to see the cid 
house at Stow. We will look round us, then, this bright 
October day, while Sir Richard and Amyas, about eleven 
o*clock in the forenoon, are pacing up and down the terraced 
garden to the south. Amyas has slept tili luncheon , u e. tili 
anhourago: but Sir Richard, in spite of the bustle of last 
night, was up and in the Valley by six o*clock, recreating 
the valiant souls of himself and two terrier dogs by the 
chase of sundry badgers. 

Old Stow House Stands, or rather stood, some four miles 
beyond the Comish border, on the northern slope of the 
largest and loveliest of those coombes of which I spoke in 
the last chapter. Eighty years after Sir Richard's time, 
there arose there a huge Palladian pile, bedizened with 
every monstrosity of bad taste, which was built, so the 
Story runs, by Charles the Second, for Sir Richard's great 
grandson , the heir of that famous Sir Bevil who defeated 
the Parliamentary troops at Stratton, and died soon after, 
fighting valiantly at Lansdowne over Bath. But, like 
most other things which owed their existence to the 
Stuarts, it rose only to fall again. An old man who had 
Seen, as a boy , the foundation of the new house laid, lived 
to see it puUed down again, and the veiy bricks and 
timber sold upon the spot; and since then the stables have 
become a farm house, the tennis-court a sheep-cote, the 
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great quadfangle a rick-yard; and civilization^ spreading 
wave on wave so fast elsewhere, has surged back from 
that lonely comer of the land — let us hope, only for a 
while. 

Biit I am not writing of that great new Stow House, 
of the past glories whereof quaint pictures still hang in the 
neighbouring honses; nor of that famed Sir Bevil, most 
beantifal and gallant of his generation, on whom, with 
his grandfather Sir Bichard, old Prinoe has his pompous 
epigram — 

^ Wherä nezt shall famons Grenrirs ashes stand? ] 
Tby grandsire fills the sea , and thoa the land.** 

I have to deal with a simpler age , and a stemer genera- 
üon; and with the old honse, which had stood there^ in 
part at least, from gray and mythic ages, when the first 
Sir Richard, son of Hiunon Dentatus, Lord of Carboyle, 
the grandson of Duke Kobert, son of Ron, settled at Bide^ 
ford, after slaying the Princeof South- Galis, and the Lord 
of Glamorgan, and gave to the Cistercian monks of Neath 
all his conqnests in South- Wales. It was a huge rambling 
bnilding, half Castle, half dwelUng-house , suchasmaybe 
seen still (almost an unique specimen) in Compton Castle 
near Torquay, the dwelling place of Humphrey Gilbert, 
Walter Raleigh's half-brother, and Richard Grenvile's 
bosomfriend, of whom more hereafter. Onthreesides, to 
tfae north, west, and south, the lofty walls of the old 
ballium still stood, with their machicolated turrets, loop- 
holes, and dark downward crannies for dropping stones 
and fire on the besiegers, the relics of a more unsettled 
age: but the southern court of the ballium had become a 
flower-garden, with quaint terraces, statues, knots of 
flowers, clipped yews and hollies, and all the pedantries 
of the topiarian art. And toward the east, where the yista 
of the Valley opened, the old walls were gone, and the 
firowning Norman keep, r&ned in the wars of Ihe Roses, had 
been replaced by the rieh and stately architectnre of the 
Tadors. Altogether, the house, like the time, was in a 
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traasitioiiary state , and represented faithfully enougli the 
passage of the old middle age into the new life which haä 
juBt borst into blossom throughont Europe, neyer, let us 
pray, to see its autumn or its winter. 

From the house on three sides, the hill sloped steeply 
down, and . the garden where Sir Richard and Amyas were 
Walking gave a truly English prospect At one tarn they 
could catch, over the westem walls, a glimpse of the blue 
oeean flecked with passing sails ; and at the next, spread far 
belowthem, ränge on ränge offertile park, stately ayenue^ 
yellow autnmn woodland, and purple heatheir moors,lapping 
over and over each other np the valley to the old British 
earthwork, which stood black and farze-grown on its conical 
peak; and standing out against the sky on the highest bank 
of hiU which closed the valley to the east, the lofty tower of 
Kilkhampton church, rieh with the monoments and offerings 
of five centaries of Grenviles. A yellow eastem haze hung 
soft OTor park, andwood, andmoor; the red cattle lowed to 
each other as they stood brushing away the flies in the 
rivulet far below; the colts in the horse-park dose on their 
right whinnied as they played together, and their sires from 
the Queen's park, on the opposite hill, answered them in 
fdller though fainter voices. A rutting stag made the still, 
woodland rattle with his hoarse thunder, and a rival far up 
the. Valley gave back a trampet note of defiance, and was 
himself defied from heathery brows which qüivered far away 
above, half seen throagh the veil of eastem mist. And dose 
at home, upon tiie terrace before th^ house, amid romping 
Spaniels and golden -haired children, sat Lady Grenvüe 
herseif, the beautifdl St. Leger of Annery, the central jewd 
of all that glorioas place, and looked down at her noble 
children, and then up at her more noble husband, and round 
at that broad paradise of the west, tili life seemed too fall of 
happiness, and heaven of Ught 

And all the while up and down paced Amyas and Six 
Richard, talking long, eamesüy, and slow; for they both 
knew that the tuming point of the boy's life was come. 



^ 



OP MB. JOHN OXBNHAM. 151 

" Yes," Said Sir Richard, after Amyas, in hie bltint öimple 
way, had told him the whole story about Rose Salteme and 
Ms brother, — "yes, sweet lad, thou hast chosen the better 
purt, thou and thy brother also, and it shall not be taken 
from you. Only be strong, lad, and trust in God that he will 
make a man of you." , 

"I do trust," Said Amyas. 

"Thank Grod," said Sir Richard, "that you have your- 
self taken from my heart that which was my great anxiety 
for you, from the day that your good father, who sleeps in 
peace, committed you to my hands. For all best things, 
Amyas, become, when misused, the very worst; and the love 
of woman, because it is able to lift man's soul to the heavens, 
is abo able to drag him down to hell. But you have leamt 
better, Amyas ; and know, with our old German forefathers, 
that as Tacitus saith, 'Sera juvenum Venus, ideoque inex- 
hausta pubertas.' And not only that, Amy^s ; but trust me, 
that silly fashion of the French and Italians, to be hanging 
ever at some woman's apron-string, so that no boy shaU 
count himself a man unless he can ' vagghezziare le donne,* 
whether maids orwives, alas! matters Uttle; that fashion, 
I say, is little less hurtfiil to the soul than open sin ; for by it 
are bred vanity and expense, envy and heart -buming, yea, 
hatred and murder often; and even if that be escaped, yet 
the rieh treasure of a manly worship, which should be kept 
for one alone, is squandered and parted upon many, and the 
bride at last comes in for nothing but the very last leavings 
and Caput mortuum of her bridegroom's heart, and becomes a 
mere omament for his table, and a means whereby he may 
obtain a progeny. May God, who has saved me from that 
death in life, save you also ! " And as he spoke, he looked 
down toward his^wife upon the terrace below ; and she , as if 
guessing instinctively that he was talking of her, looked up 
with so sweet a smile, that SirRichard's stem facemelted 
into a very glory of spiritual snnshine. 

Amyas looked at them both and sighed ; and then tum- 
ing the conversation suddenly — 
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"And I may go to Ireland to -morrow?" 

*'You shall sail in the 'Mary' for Milford Haven, with 
these letters to Winter. If the wind serves, you may bid the 
master drop down the river to- night, and be off; for we 
mnst lose no time.** 

"Winter?" said Amyas. "He is no friend of mine, 
since he left Drake and us cowardly at the Straits of 
Magellan." 

"Duty mußt not wait for private quarreis, even though 
they be just ones, lad: but he will not be your general. 
When you come to the Marshai, or the Lord Deputy, give 
either of them this letter, and they will set youto work, — and 
hard work too, I Warrant."' 

"I want nothing better." 

"Right, lad; the best reward for having wrought well 
already, is to have more to do ; and he that has been faithful 
over a few things, must find bis account in being made ruler 
orer many things. That is the true and heroical rest, which 
only is worthy of gentlemen and sons of God. As for those 
who, either in this world or the world to come, look for 
idleness, and hope that God shall feed them with pleasant 
things, as it were with a spoon, Amyas, I count them 
cowards and ba;se, even though they call themselves saints 
and elect." 

" I wish you could persuade my poor cousin ofthat." 

"He has yet to leam what losing his life to save it means, 
Amyas. Bad men have taught him, (and I fear these Ana- 
baptists and Puritans at home teach little eise,) that it is 
the one great business of every man to save his own soul 
afterhedies, every one for himself; and that that, and not 
divine seif- sacrifice, is the one thing needful, and the better 
part which Mary cho se ." 

"I think men are inclined enough already to be selfish, 
without being taught that." 

"Right, lad. For me, if I could hang up such a teacher 
on high as an enemy of mankind, and a corrupter of youth, I 
would do it gladly. Is there not cowardice and self-seeking 
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cnoagh about the hearts of us fallen sons of Adam , that 
tfaese false prophets, with their baits of heaven, and their 
terrors of hell, must exalt our dirtiest vices into heavenly 
virtnes and the means of bliss ? Farewell to chiyalry and to 
desperate valour, farewell to patriotism and loyalty, farewell 
to England and to the manhood of England, if otice it shall 
become the fashion of our preachers to bid every man, as the 
Jesuits do, take care first of whatthey call the safety of his 
80nl. Every man will be afraid to die at his post, because 
he will be afraid that he is not fit to die. Amyas, do thou do 
thy duty like a man, to thy country, thy queen, and thy 
Grod; and count thy life a wOrthless thing, as did the holy 
menof old. Do thy work, lad; and leave thy soul to the 
care of Him who is just and merciful in this, that He rewards 
every man according to his work. Is there respeet of per- 
sons with God? Now come in, and take the letters, and to 
horse. And if I hear of thee dead there at Smerwick fort, 
with all thy wounds in front, I shall weep for thy mother, lad : 
but I shall have never a sigh for thee." 

If any one shall be startled at hearing a fine gentleman 
and a warrior like Sir Eichard quote Scripture, and think 
Scripture also, they must be referred to the writings of the 
time ; which they may read not without profit to themselves, 
if they discover therefrom how it was possible then for men 
of the World to be thoroughly ingrained with the Gospel, 
and yet to be free from any taint of superstitious fear, or 
false devoutness. The religion ofthose days was such as no 
soldier need have been ashamed of confessing. Atleast, 
Sir Richard died as he lived, without a shudder, and without 
a whine; and these were his last words, fifteen years after 
that, as he lay shot through and through, a captive among 
popish Spaniards, priests, crucifixes, confession, extreme 
unetion, and all other means and appliances for delivering 
men out of the hands of a God of love : — 

"Here die I, Richard Grenvile, with a joyful and quiet 
mind; for that I have ended my life as a true soldier ought, 
fighting for his country, queen, religion, and honoor: my 
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« 

ßoul wiUingly departing from this body, leaving behind the 
lasting fame of having behayed as everj valiant soldier is in 
bis dnty bound to do." 

Those were tbe last words of Richard Grenvile. The 
piüpits ofthose days had taught them to him, 

Butto return. That day's events were not over yet For, 
when they went down into the house , the first person whom 
they met was the old steward, in search of bis master. 

"There is a manner of roog, Sir Richard, a masterless 
man, at the door^ a very forward fellow, and must needs 
speakwithyou." 

" A masterless man? He had better not to speak to me, 
unless he is in love with gaol and gallows." 

"Well, your worship," said ttie steward, "lexpectthat 
is what he does want, for he swears he will not leave the gate 
tili he has Seen you." 

"Seen me? Halidame! he shall see me, he^e and at 
Launceston 4iOQ, if he likes. Bring him in." 

"Fegs, Sir Richard, we are half afeard, with your good 
leave — " 

"Hillo, Tony," cried Amyas, "who was ever afeard yet 
with Sir Richard's good leave?" 
• " AVhat, has the fellow a tail or homö? " 

" Massy no : but I be afear*d of treason for your honour ; 
for the fellow is pinked all over in heathen pattems, and as 
brown as a filbert; and a tall roog, a very streng roog, Sir, 
and a foreigner too, and a mighty staff with him. I expect 
him to be a manner of Jesuit, or wild Irish, Sir ; and indeed, 
the grooms have no stomach to handle him, nor the dogs 
neither, or he had been under the pump before now, for 
they that saw him Coming up the hill swear that he had fire 
Coming out of bis mouth:" 

" Fire out of bis mouth ? " said Sir Richard. " The men 
are drunk." 

"Pinked all over? He must be a sailor," said Amyas; 
'4et me out and see the fellow, and if he needs putting 
forth— " 
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" Why, I dare say he is not so big but what he will go mto 
thy poeket. So go, lad, while I finish my writing." 

Amyas went out, and at the back door, leaning on his 
stafiP, stood a tall,ra;w-boned,ragged man,"pinked all over," 
as the Steward had said. 

"Hillo, lad!" quoth Amyas. "Before wecome totalk, 
thou wilt please to lay down that Plymouth cloak of thine." 
And he pointed to the cudgel , which among west-country 
mariners usually bore that name. 

**I*11 Warrant," said the old steward, "that where he 
found his cloak he found a purse not far off." 

"But not hose or doublet; so the magical yirtue of his 
staff has not helped him much. But put down thy staff, man, 
and speak like a Christian , if thou be one." 

" I am a Christian , though I look like a heathen ; and no 
rogue, though a masterless man, alas! But I want nothing, 
deserving nothing, and only ask to speak with Sir Richard, 
before I go on my way." 

There was something stately and yet humble about the 
man's tone and manner which attracted Amyas, and he asked 
more gently where he was going and whence he came. 

"FromPadstowPort, Sir, to Clovelly town, to see my 
old mother, if indeed she be yet alive , which God knoweth." 

"Clovally man! why didn't thee say thee was Clovally 
man?" asked all the grooms at once, to whom a west 
eonntryman was-of course a brother. The old steward 
asked, — 

"What'sthymother'sname, then?" 

" Susan Yeo." 

"What, that lived under the archway?" asked a groom. 

"Lived?" said the man. 

"Isß, sure; her died three days since, so we heard, poor 

BOUL" 

The man stood quite silent and unmoved for a minnte or 
two; and then said quietly to himself, in Spanish, "That 
which is, isbest." 
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" You speak Spanish?*' asked Amjas, more and more 
interested. 

"I had need to do so, young Sir; I have been five years 
in the Spanish main, and onlj set foot on shore two days 
ago ; and if you will let me have speech of Sir Richard, I will 
teil him that at which both the ears of him that heareth it 
shall tingle; and if not, I can but go on to Mr. Gary of Clo- 
velly, if hebeyetalive, andtheredisburthenmy soul: but 
I woold sooner have spoken with one that is a mariner like 
to myself." 

"And; you shall," saidAmyas. "Steward, we will have 
this man in ; for all his rags , he is a man of wit." And he 
led him in. 

" I only hope he ben't one of those popish murderers," 
said the old steward, keeping at a safe distance from him, as 
they entered the hall. 

"Popish, old master? There's little fear of my being 
that. Look here ! " And drawing back his rags, he showed 
a ghastly scar, which encircled his wrist and wound round 
and up his fore-arm. 

"I got that on the rack," said he quietly , "in the Inqui- 
sition at Lima." 

" Father ! Father ! why didn't you teil us that you were 
a poor Christian? " asked the penitent steward. 

"Because I have had nought but my deserts; and but a 
taste of them either, as the Lord knoweüi who delivered me; 
and I wasn't going to make myself a beggar and a show on 
their account." 

"By heaven,you are a brave fellow," saidAmyas. "Come 
along sträight to Sir RicHard's room." 

So in they went, where Sir Richard sat in his library 
amongbooks, despatches, state-papers, and Warrants; for 
though he was not yet, as in after times (after the fashion of 
those days), admiral, general, memberofparliament, privy 
counselor, justice of Üie peace, and so forth, all at once, 
yet there were few great men with whom he did not corre- 
spond, or great matters with which he was not cognizant. 
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"BQllo , Amyas , have you bound the wild man already, 
and bronght him in to swear aUegiance? " 

Bat before Amyas coold answer, the man looked eam- 
estly on him — "Amyas?" said he; **is that your name, 
Sir?" 

''Amyas Leigh, is my name, at yoiir service, good 
fenow." 

"Of Burrough by BSdeford?" 

«Whythen? Whatdoyouknowof me?" 

"Oh Sir ^ Sir! young brains and happy ones have short 
memories ; bat old and sad brains too too long ones , often ! 
DoyoamindonethatwaswithMr. Oxenham, Sir? a swear- 
ing reprobate he was, God forgivehim, and hath forgiven 
him too , for his dear Son's sake — one , Sir, that gave yoa 
a hom , a toy with a chart on it? " 

"Soul alive!" cried Amyas, catching him by the band; 
"and are yoa he? The hom? why I have it still, and will 
keep it to my dying day too. But where is Mr. Oxenham?" 

"Yes, my good fellow, where is Mr. Oxenham?" asked 
Sir Bichard , rising. " You are somewhat overhasty in wel- 
coming your old acquaintance , Amyas, before we have 
heard from him whether he can give honest aecount of him- 
self , and of his captain. For there is more than one way by 
which sailors may come home without their captains,as poor 
Mr. Barker of Bristol found to his cost. God grant that there 
may have been no such traitorous dealing here." 

" Sir Bichard Grenvile , if I had been a guilty man to my 
noble captain, as 1 have to God, I had not come here'this 
day to you , from whom villany has never found favour , nor 
ever will ; for I know your conditions well, Sir ; and trust in 
the Lord, that if you will be pleased to hear me , you shall 
know mine." 

" Thou art a well^spoken knave. We shall see." 

" My dear Sir ," said Amyas in a whisper , " I will Warrant 
this man guiltless." 

"I verily believe him to be; but this is too serious a 
matter to be left on guess. If he will be swom — " 
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Whereontheman, hombly enough, said, thatifitwould 
please Sir Richard , he would rather not be swom. 

'^ But it does not please me, rascal ! Did I not warn thee, 
Amyas?" 

" Sir ," said the man proudly, " God forbid that my word 
shoald not be as good as my oath: but it is against my con- 
science to be swom." 

*' What have we here? some fantastical Anabaptist, who 
is wiser than his teachers ? " 

*'My conscience, Sir — " # 

"The devil take it and thee! I never heard a man yet 
begin to prate of his conscience, but I knew that he was 
about to do something more than ordinarily cruel or false.'* 

"Sir," said the man, coolly ejiough, " do you sit here to 
judge me according to law, and yet contrary to the law swear 
profane oaths , for which a fine is provided? " 

Amyas ezpected an explosion: but SirBichard pulleda 
Shilling out and put it on the table. "There — my fine is 
paid, Sirrah, to the poor of Kilkhampton: but hearken thou 
all the same. If thou wilt not speak on oath, thou ehalt 
speak on compulsion; for to Launceston gaol thou goest, 
there to answer for Mr. Ozenham*s death, on suspicion 
whereof, and of mutiny causing it, I will attach thee and 
every soul of his crew that comes home. We have lost too 
many gallant captains of late by treachery of their crews, 
and he that will not clear himself on oath, must b&held for 
guilty, and self-condenmed." 

"My good fellow," said Amyas, who could notgiyetlp 
his belief in the man's honesty ; "why, for such fantastical 
scruples, peril not only your life, but your honour, and 
Mr. Ozenham's also? For if you be examined by question, 
you may be forced by torment to say that which is not true." 

"Little fear of Üiat, young Sir!" answered he with a 
grim smile; "I have had too muoh of the rack already, and 
the strappado too , to care much what man can do unto me. 
I would heartily that I thought it lawful to be swom : but not 
so thinking, I can but submit to the cruelty of man; though 
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I did ezpect more merciful things, as a most miserable and 
wrecked mariner , at the hands of one who hath himself seen 
6od*s ways in the sea, and bis wonders in the great deep. 
Sir Richard Grenvile, if you will hear my ßtory , may God 
avenge on my head all my sins from my youth up until now, 
and cut me off from the blood of Christ, and if it were 
possible, from the number of bis elect, if I teil you one whit 
more or less than truth; and if not, I commend myself into 
the hands of God." 

Sir Bichaid smiled. "Well, thou arTa brave ass, and 
valiant , thoug£ an ass manifest. Dost thou not see, fellow, 
how thou hast swom a ten-times bigger oath than ever I 
should have asked of thee? But this is the way with your 
Anabaptists, who by their very hatred of forms and ceremo- 
nies, show of how much account they think«them, and then 
bind theraselves out of their own fantastical self-will with 
far heavier burdens dian ever the lawful authorities have 
laid on them for the sake of the commonweal. But what do 
they care for the commonweal, as long as they can save , as 
they fancy, each man his own dirty soul for himself? How- 
ever, thou art swom now with a vengeance; go on with thy 
tale; andfirst, Who art thou, andwhence?" 

"Well, Sir," said the man, quite unmoved by this last 
explosion; "my name is Salvation Yeo, bom in Clovelly 
Street, in the year 1526, where my father exercised the 
mystery of a'barber surgeon, and a preacher of the people 
since called Anabapti9t% for which I retum humble thanks 
to God." 

Sir Eichard, — Fie! thou naughty knave; return thanks 
that thy father was an ass? 

Yeo. — Nay , but because he was a barber surgeon ; for I 
myself leamt a touch of that trade , and thereby saved my 
life, as I will teil presenüy. And I do think that a good 
mariner ought to have all knowledge of camal and worldly 
cunning , even to tailoring and shoemaking, that he may be 
able to tum his band to whatsoever may hap. . 
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Sir Bichard. — Well spoken, fellow: bnt let us have thy 
text withont thj coiiUnents. Forwards ! 

Yeo. — Well , Sir. I vas bred to the sea from 1117 youtii, 
and was with Captain Hawkins in bis three voyages, wbich 
he made to Guinea for negro slaves , and thence to the West 
Indies. t 

Sir Sichard. — Then thrice thou wentest to a bad end, 
thongh Captain Hawkins be my good friend; and the last 
time to a bad end thou camest 

Yeo. — No denying that last, your worship: but as for 
the former, I doubt: — about the unlawfulness I mean; 
bJl^g the negroes are of the children of Harn, who are 
cursed and reprobäte, as Scripture declares, and their 
blackness testifies, beingSatan*s own livery; amongwhom 
therefore there can be none of the elect, wherefore l£e elect 
are not required to treat them as brethren. 

Sir Bichard. — What a plague of a pragmatical sea-lawyer 
have we here? And I doubt not, thou hypocrite, that though 
thou wilt call the negroes' black skin Satan's livery, when it 
sierres thy tum to steal them, thou wilt find out sables to be 
Heaven*s livery every Sunday, and up with a godly howl 
unless a parson shall preach in a black gown Geneva fashion. 
Out upon thee! Go on with thy tale, lest thou finish thy 
sermon at Launceston after all. 

Yeo. — The Lord's people were always a reviled people 
and a persecuted people: but I will go forward, Sir; for 
Heaven forbid but that I should declare what God has done 
forme. For tili lately, from my youth up , I was given over 
to all wretchlessness and unclean living, and was by nature 
a child of the devil, and to every good work reprobate , even 
as others. 

Sir Eichard. — Hark to bis " even as others I " Thou new- 
whelped Pharisee, canst not confess thine own rillanies 
without making out others as bad as thyself , and so thyself 
no worse than others? I only hope that thou hast shown 
none of thy devil's doings to Mr. Oxenham. 

Yeo: — On the word of a Christian man, Sir, as I said 
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before, I kept trae faith with him, and would have been a 
better Mend to him , Sir , what is more , than e ver he was to 
bimself. T' 

Sir Bichard, — Alas ! that might easily be. 

Yeo. — 1 think, Sir, and will make good against any 
man , that Mr. Oxenham was a nobde and valiant gentleman; 
trae of bis word , stout of bis sword , skilful by sea and land, 
and worthy to have been Lord High Admiral of England 
(saving your worship's presence), but that through two great 
sins, wrathandavarice, he was cast away miserably or ever * 
bis soul was brought to the knowledge of the truth. Ah, 
Sir, he was a Captain worth sailing under ! " 

And Yeo heaved a deep sigh. 

Sir Eichard. — Steady, steady, good fellow! If thou 
wonldst qnit preaching, thou art no fool after all. But teil 
US the story without more bush-beating. 

So at last Yeo settled himself to bis tale : — 

" Well, Sirs, I went, as Mr. Leigh knows, to Nombre de 
Dios, with Mr. Drake and Mr. Oxenham, in 1572, where 
what we saw and did, your worship, I suppose, knows as 
well as I ; and there was, as you Ve heard maybe, a covenant 
between Mr. Ozenhs^ and Mr. Drake to sail the South Seas 
together, which they made, your worship, in my hearing 
ander the tree over Panama. For when Mr. Drake ciune 
down from the tree , after seeing the sea afar o£F, Mr. Oxen- 
ham and I went up and saw it^oo ; and when we came down, 
Drake says, 'John, I have made a vow to God that I will sail 
that water, if 1 live and God gives me grace;' which he had 
done, Sir, upon bis bended knees, like a godly man ashe 
always was, and would I had taken after him; and Mr. 0. 
says, *I am with you, Drake, to live or die, and I thinkl 
know some one there already, so we shall not be quite 
among strangers;' and laughed withal. Well, Sirs, that 
voyage, as you know, never came off, because Captain 
Drake was fighting in Ireland; so Mr. Oxenham, who must 
be up and doing, sailed for himself, and I who loved him, 
God knows, like a brother (saving the differenc^ in our 

We$twardHoI I. 11 
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ranks), helped him to get the crew together, and went as bis 
gunner. That was in 1575; as you know, he had a 140-toii 
ship , Sir, and seventy men out of Plymouth and Fowey and 
Dartmouth, andmanyofthemoldhandsofDrake's, beeide 
a dozea or so from Bideford that I picked up when I saw 
young Master here." 

" Thank 6od, that you did not pick me up too." 

''Amen, Amen!" said Yeo, clasping his hands on bis 
breast. " Those seventy men , Sir , — seventy gallant men, 
Sir, with every one of them an immortal soul within him , — 
where are they now^ Gone, like the spray!" And he swept 
his hands abroad with a wild and solemn gesture. "And 
their blood is upon my head ! " 

Both Sir Richard and Amyas began to suspect that the 
man*s brain was not altogether sound. 

"Godforbid, myman," said the Knight, kindly. 

"Thirteen men I persuaded to join in Bideford town, 
beside William Penberthy of Marazion, my good comrade. 
And what if it be said to me at the day of judgment , ' Salva- 
tion Yeo , where are those fourteen whom thou didst tempt 
to their deaths by covetousness and lustof gold?' Not that 
I was alone in my sin , if the truth must be told. For all the 
way out Mr. Ozenbam was making loud speech, after his 
pleasant way, that he would make all their fortunes, and 
take them to such a Paradise , that they should have no lust 
to come home again. And 1 4— God knows why — for every 
one boast of his would make two , even to lying and emply 
fahles, and anything to keep up the men's hearts. For I had 
really persuaded myself that we should all £nd treasures 
beyond Solomon bis temple, and Mr. Oxenham would 
surely show us how to conquer some golden city, or discover 
some island all made of precious stones. And one day, as 
the Captain and I were talking after our fashion, I said, 
*And you shall be our king, Captain.' To which he, 'If I 
be, I shall not be long wilbout a queen, and that no Indian 
one eitber.' And after that he often jested about the.Spanish 
ladies, saying that none cotdd show us the way to their 
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lieaits better than he. Which Speeches I took no count of 
then, Sirs: but after I minded them, whether I would or 
not. Well, Sirs, we came tothe shoreof NewSpain, near 
to the o\d place — that 's Nombre de Dies; and there Mr. 
Ozenham went ashore into the woods with a boat's crew, to 
£nd the negroes who helped us three years before. Those 
are the Cimaroons, genües, negro slaves. -vrho have fled 
from those deYÜsiibcaniate, theirSpanishmasters, and live' 
wild, like the beasts that perish; menof greatstatore, Sirs, 
and fierce as wolves in the onslaught, but poor jabbering 
mazed fellows if they be but a bit dismayed ; and have many 
Indian women with them, who take to these i^groes a deal 
better than to their own kin, which breeds warenough, as 
you may guess. 

^^Well, S^rs, affcer three days, the Captain comes back, 
looking heavy enough, andsays, ^Weplayedourtrickonce 
too often, when we played it once. There is no chance of 
stopping another re^o (that is, a mule-train, Sirs,) now. 
The Cimaroons say that since our last visit they never move 
without plenty of soldiers, two hundred shot at least. 
Therefore,' he said, *my gallants, we must either return 
empty-handed from this , the very market and treasury of 
the whole Indies, or do such a deed as men never did before, 
which I shall like all the better for that very reason.' And 
we, asking bis meaning, 'Why,' he said, ^^Drake will not 
sail the South Seas, we will;' adding profanely thatDrake 
was like Moses, who beheld the promised land afar; but he 
was Joshua, who would enter into it, and smite theinhabi- 
tants thereof. And, for our confirmation, showed me and 
the rest the superscription of a letter: and said, *How I 
came by this is none of your business : but I have had it in 
my bosom ever since I left Plymouth; and I teil you now, 
what I forbore to teil you at first, that the South Seas have 
been my mark all along; such news have I herein of plate- 
ships, and gold-ships, and what not, which will come up 
from Quito and Lima this very month, all which, with the 
pearls of the Gulf of Panama, and other wealth unspeak- 

11* 
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able, will be ours, if we ha?e but true English hearts 
within VLB,' 

"At which , gentles , we were like madmen for lust ofthat 
gold, and cheerfüUy andertook a toil incredible; for first 
we run onr ship aground in a great wood which grew in the 
yery sea itself, and then took out her masts, and covered 
her in boughs, with her four cast pieces of great ordnance 
(of which more hereafter), and leaving no man in her, started 
for the South Seas across the neck of Panama, with two 
small pieces of ordnance and our culverins, and good störe 
of yictuals , and with us six ofthose negroes for a guido, and 
80 twelve leagues to a river which runs into the South Sea, 

"Andthere, havingcutwood, wemadeapinnace, (and 
work enough we had at it,) of five-and-forty foot in the keel; 
and in her down the stream, and to the Isle of Pearls in the 
Gulfof Panama." 

"Into the South Sea? Impossible!" said Sir Richard. 
" Have a care what you say, my man ; for there is that about 
you which would make me sorry to find you out a liar." 

"Impossible or not, liar or none, we went there , Sir." 

"Question him, Amyas, lest he tum out to have been 
beforehand with you." 

The man looked inquiringly at Amyas , who rfaid , — 

" Well, my man, of the Gulf of Panama! cannot ask you, 
fori was never inside it: but what other parts of the coast 
doyouknow?" 

"Every inch, Sir, from Cabo San Francisco to Lima; 
more is my sorrow, for l was a galley-slave there for two 
years and more." 

"You know Lima?" 

"I was there three times , worshipfiil gentlemen , and the 
last was February come two years; and there I helped lade 
a great plate-ship, the'Caca^ogo,* they called her." 

Amyas started. Sir Richard nodded to him gently to be 
silent, and then — 

"And what became of her, my lad?" 

" God knows, who knows all, and the devil who freighted 
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her. I broke prison siz weeks afterwards , and never heard 
bnt that she got safe into Panama.'* 

"You never heard, then, that she was taken?'* 

"Taken, your worships? Who shoold take her?" 

" Why shoiild not a good English ship take her as well as 
another?" askedAmyas. 

"Lord love you, Sir; yes faith, if they had but been 
there. Many 's the time that I thought to myself , as we 
went alongside, 'Oh, if Captain Draüke was but here, well 
to windward, and onr old crew of the DragonI' Ask your 
pardon, gentles: but how is Captain Drake , if I maymake 
sobold?" 

Neither could hold out longer. 

"Fellow, fellow!" eried Sir Richard, springing up, 
'^eitherthou art the cunningest liar that ever eamed a halter, 
or thou hast done a deed the like of which never man ad- 
ventured. Dost thou not know that Captain Drake took 
that 'Cacafuogo ' and all her freight, in Pebruary come two 
years?" 

"Captain Drake! God forgive me, Sir; but — Captain 
Drake in the South Seas? He saw them, Sir, from the tree- 
top over Panama, when I was with him, and I too; but 
s^edthem, Sir? — sailedthem?" 

"Yes, and round the world too," said Amyas, "and I 
with him; and took that very 'Cacafuogo' off Cape San 
Francisco , as she came up to Panama." 

One glance at the man's face was enough to prove bis 
sincerity. The greatstem Anabaptist, who had not winced 
atthenews of bis mother's death, dropt right on bis knees 
on the floor, and burst into violent sobs. 

" Glory to God ! Glory to God ! Lord , I thank thee ! 
Captain Drake in the South Seas! The blood of thy Inno- 
Cents avenged, Lord! The spoiler spoiled, and the proud 
Tobbed; and all they whose hands were mighly have found 
nothing. Glory, glory! Oh, teil me, Sir, didshefight? — 
didshefight?" 

" We gave her three pieces of ordnance only, and Struck 
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down her mizen mast, and then boarded sword in band, bat 
never had need to strike a blow; and before we left her, one 
of her own boys had changed her name, and re-christened 
herthe'Cacaplata/" 

" Glory, glory ! Cowards they are, as I told them. I told 
them they never could stand the Devon mastifPs, and well 
they flogged me for saying it: but they could not »top my 
mouth. Sir, teil me, did you get the ship that came up 
afterher?" 

"What was that?" 

"A long race-ship, Sir, from GUayaquil, with an cid 
gentleman on board, — Don Francisco de Xararte was bis 
name, — and by token, he had a gold falcon hanging to a 
chain round bis neck, and a green stone in the breast ofit 
I saw it as we rowed him aboard. Otellme, Sir, teil me for 
the love of God , did you take that ship? " 

" We did take that ship , and the jewel too , and her Ma- 
jesty has it at this very hour." 

"Then teil (me, Sir," said he slowly^fc|(Üf he dreaded an 
answer; "teil me, Sir, and oh, try an(|lpi;|d — wastherea 
little maid aboard with the old gentlemali?" 

"A little maid? Letmethiiä. No; Isawnone." 

The man settled bis features again sadly. 

"I thought not. I never saw her come aboard. Still I 
hoped, like; Ihoped. Alack-a-dayl Godhelpme, Salvation 
Yeo!" 

"What have you to do with this little maid, then, good 
fellöw?" asked Grenviie. 

"Ah, Sir, before I teil you that, I must go back and 
finish the story of Mr. Oxenham, if you will believe me 
enough to hear it." 

"I do believe thee, good fellow, and honour thee 
too." 

"Then, Sir, I can speak with a free tougue. Where 
wasi?" 
, "Where was he, Amyas?" ' ^ 

"At the Isleof Pearls." 
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''And yet, gentles, teil me first, howCaptain Drake 
came into the South Seaa ; — over the neck, as we did?'* 

"Through the Straits, good fellow, like anySpaniard: 
but go on with thy story, and thou shalt have Mr. Leigh's 
after." 

"Through the Straits! Oglory! Butl'U teil my tale. 
Well, Sirs both — To the Island of Pearls we came, we 
and some of the negroes. We found many huts, and Indiana 
£shing f or pearls , and also a fair house , with porches ; but 
no Spaniard therein, save one man; at which Mr. Oxenham 
was like a man transported, and feil on that Spaniard , cry- 
ing, * Ferro, where is yonr mistress? Where is the bark 
£rom Lima?' To which he boldly enough, *What was his 
mistress to the Englishman? ' But Mr. 0. Üireatened to twine 
a cord round his head tili his eyes burst out; and the Spa- 
niard, being terrified, said that the ship from Lima was 
expected in a fortnight's time. So for ten days we lay quiet, 
letting neither negro nor Spaniard leave the Island, and took 
good Store of Pltt|^9 feeding simiptuously on wild cattle 
and hogs until «Buth day, when there came by a small 
bark; her we too'^and found her from Quito, and on board 
60,000 pesos of gold and otber störe. With which ifwe had 
been content, gentlemen, all had gone well. And some 
were willing to go back at once, having both treasure f^nd 
pearls in plenty ; but "Mr. 0., he waxed right mad, and swore 
to slay any one who made that motion again, assuring us 
that the Lima ship of which he had news was far greater and 
richer, and would make princes of us all; which bark ofune 
in sight on the sixteenth day, and was taken without shot or 
slaughter. The takingof which bark, I verily believe , was 
the ruin of every mother's son of us." 

And being asked why, heanswered, "First, becauseof 
the discontent which was bred thereby; for on board was 
found no gold , but only 100,000 pesos of silver." 

Sir Richard Grenvil. — Thou greedy fellow; and was not 
that enough to stay your stomachs? 

Yeo answered, that he woiüd to God it had been; ^-^ 
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ihat, moreover, the weight ofthat silver was affcerwards a 
hindrance to them, and a fresh cause of discontent, as he 
would afterwards declare. " So that it had been well for us, 
Sirs, if we had left it bebind, as Mr. Drake left his three 
years before , and carried awaj the gold only. In which I 
do see the evident band of God , and his just punishment for 
our greediness of gain ; who caused Mr. Oxenhf^ , by whom 
we had hoped to attain great wealth, to be a snare to us, 
and a cause of utter ruin." 

"Do you think, then," said Sir Richard, "that Mr. 
Oxenham deceived you wilfuUy ? " 

"I will never believe that, Sir: Mr. Oxenham had his 
private reason for waiting for tiiat ship, for the sake of one 
on board , whose face would that he had never seen , though 
he saw it then, as I fear, not for the first time by many & 
one." And so was silent 

"Come," said both his hearers, "you have brought us 
thus far , and you must go on." 

"Gentlemen, I have concealed this matter from all men, 
both on my voyage home and since ; andvl hope you will be 
Beeret in tiie matter, for the honour of my noble Captain, 
and the comfort of his fnends who are alive. For I think it 
shame to publish härm of a gallant gentleman, and of an 
ancient and worshipful family, and to me a true and kind 
Captain, when what is done cannot be undone, and least 
said soonest mended. Neither now would I have spoken of 
it, but that I was inwardly moved to it for the sake ofthat 
young gentleman there (lookingat Amyas), that he might 
be wamed in time of God's wrath against the crying sin 
of adultery, and flee youthful lusts, which war against 
the souL" 

"Thou hast done wisely enough, then," said Sir Richard; 
"and look to it if I do not reward thee: but the young gen- 
tleman here, thankGod, needs no such wamings, having 
got them already both by precept and example, where thou 
and poor Oxenham might have had them also." 

"You mean Captain Drake , your worship ? " 
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^*I do, Sirrah. If all men were as clean livers as he, 
'tiie World would be spared one half the tears that are shed 
in it." 

''Amen, Sir. At least there would have been many a 
tear spared to ns and ours. For — as all must out — in tibat 
"bark of Lima he took a young ladj, as fair as the sunshine, 
Sir, and seemingly about a two or three-and-twenty years 
of age, having with her a tall young lad of sixteen, and a 
little girl, a marvellously pretty child, of about a six or 
seyen. And the lady herseif was of an excellent beauty, 
like a whale's tooth for whiteness, so that all the crew 
wondered at her, and could not be satisfied with looking 
npon her. And, gentlemen, this was stränge, that the 
lady seemed in no wise afraid or mournfiil , and bid her little 
girl fear nought, as did also Mr. Oxenham: but the lad kept 
a very sour countenance , and the more when he saw the 
lady and Mr. Oxenham speaking together apart. 

"Well, Sir, after this good luck we were minded to have 
gone straight back to the river whence we came, and so 
home to England with all speed. But Mr. Oxenham per- 
suaded us to retum to the Island , and get a few more pearls. 
To which foolishness (which after caused the mishap), I 
verily believe, he was moved by the instigation of the devil 
and of that lady. For as we were about to go ashore , I, 
going down into the cabin of the prize , saw Mr. Oxenham 
and that lady making great cheer of eaeh other with, 'My 
life,' and 'My king,' and 'Light of my eyes,' and such 
toys; and being bidden by Mr. Oxenham to fetch out the 
lady's mails, and take them ashore, heard how the two 
laughed together about the old ape of Panama, (which ape, 
or devil rather, I saw afterwards to my cost,) and also 
how shesaid, that she had been dead for five years and 
now that Mr. Oxenham was come , she was alive again, and 
so forth. 

"Mr. Oxenham bade take the little maid ashore , kissing 
her and playing with her, and saying to the lady, ' What is 
yours is mine, and what is mine is yours/ And she ask^^ 
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wheäier the lad should come ashore, he answered, 'He is 
neitheryonrs normine; let the spawn of Beelzebub stay on 
board.* After whicb I", coming on deck again, stumbled 
over that very lad, upon the hatchway ladder, who bore so 
black and despiteful a face, that I verily believe he had 
overheard their speech, and so thrust himupon deck; and 
going below again, told Mr. Oxenham what I thought, and 
said that it were better to put a dagger into him at once, pro- 
fessingto be ready so to do. For which grievous sin, seeing 
that it was committed in my unregenerate days , I hope I 
have obtained the grace of forgiyeness, as I have that of 
hearty repentance. But the lady cried out, ' Though he be 
none of mine, I have sin enoughalreadyonmy soul;^ and 
so laid her band onMr. Oxenham's moutii, entreating piti- 
fully. And Mr. Oxenham answered laughing, when she 
would let him, *What care we? let the young monkey go 
and howl to the old one ; ' and so went ashore with the lady 
to that house, whence for three days he never came forth, 
and would have remained longer, but that the men, finding 
but few pearls, and being wearied with the watching and 
warding so many Spaniards and negroes, came clamouring 
to him, and swore that they would retum or leave him 
there with the lady. So all went on board the pinnace 
again, every one in ill-humour with the Captain, and he 
with them. 

"Well, Sirs, we came back to the mouth of the river, 
and there began our troubles; for the negroes, as soonas 
we were on shore, called on Mr. Oxenham to fulfil the 
bargain he had made with them. And now it came out (what 
few of US knew tili then) that he had agreed with the Ci- 
maroons that they shpuld have all the prisoners which were 
taken, save the gold. And he, though loath , was about to 
give up the Spaniards to them, near forty in all, supposing 
that they intended to use them as slaves : but as we all stood 
talking, one of the Spaniards , understanding what was for- 
ward, threwhimself onhisknees before Mr. Oxenham , ajid 
shrieking like a madman, entreated not to be given up into 
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the hands of 'those deyils,* said he, *who never tak« a 
Spanish piisoner, bnt they roast him alive , and then eat bis 
heart among them.* We asked the negroes if this was 
possible? To wfaich some answered, What was that to us? 
Bnt others said boldly, that it was true enough, and that 
revenge made the best sance, and nothing was so sweetas 
Spanish blood; and one, pointing to the lady, said such 
foul and deyilish things as I should be ashamed either for 
me to speak, or you to hear. At this we were like men 
amased for very horror; and Mr. Oxenham said, 'You in- 
camate fiends, if you had taken these fellows for slaves, 
it had been fair enough; for you were onee slaves to them, 
aad I doubt not crueUy used enough: but as for this abomi- 
nation,' says he, 'Goddo so to me, and morealso, ifllet 
one of them come into your murderous hands/ So there 
was agreat quarrel; but Bir. Oxenham stoutly bade put 
the prisoners on board the ships again, and so let the prizes 
go, taking with him only the treasure, and thelady, and 
Üie little maid. And so the lad wentonto Panama, God*s 
wrath haring gone out against us. 

"Well, Sirs, the Cimaroons after that went away firom 
US, swearing revenge (for which we cared little enough)^ 
and we rowed np the river to a place where three streams 
met, and then up the least of the three, some four days** 
joumey, tili it grew all shoal and swift; and there we hauled 
the pinnaee upon the sands, and Mr. Oxenham asked the 
men whether tiiey were wiUing to carry the gold and silver 
over the mountains to the North Sea. Some of them at first 
were loath to do it, and I and others advised that we sbould 
leave the plate behind, and take the gold only, for it ^ould 
have cost us three or four joumey s at the least. But Mr. 
Oxenham promised every man 100 pesos of silver over and 
above his wages, which made them content enough, and 
we were all to start the morrow moming. But, Sirs, that 
ni^t, as God had ordained, came a mishap by some rash 
Speeches of Mr. Oxenham's, which threw all abroad again; 
for when we had carried the treasure about half a leagne in« 
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land, and hidden it away in a honse which we made of 
boughs , Mr. 0. being always fall of that bis fair lady, spoke 
to me and William Penbertbj of Marazion, mj good com- 
rade, and a few more , saying, ' Tbat we bad no need to re- 
tom to England , seeing that we were already in tbe very 
garden of Eden, and wanted for notbingj but could live 
witbout labour or toil; and that it was better, when we got 
over to tbe North Sea, to go and seek out some fair Island, 
and there dwell in joy and pleasure tili our lives* end. And 
we two,' he said, *will be king and queen, and you, whom I 
can tmst, my officers; and for servants we will have the 
Indians, who, I Warrant, will be more fain to serre honest 
and merry masters like us than those Spanish devils ,* and 
much more of the like; which words I liked well, — my 
mind, alas! being given altogether to camal pleasnre and 
vanity, — as did William Penberthy, my good comrade, on 
whom I trust God has had mercy. But the rest, Sirs, took 
the matter all across, and began murmuring against the 
Captain, saying that poor honest mariners Uke them had 
always the labour and the pain, while he took bis delight 
with bis lady; and that they would bare at least one merry 
night before tiiey were slain by the Cimaroons, or eaten by 
panthers and lagartos; and so got out of the pinnace two 
great skins of Canary wine, which were taken in the Lima 
prize, and sat themselves down to drink. Moreover, there 
were in the pinnace a great sight of hens, which came from 
the same prize, by which Mr. 0. set great störe, keeping 
them for the lady and the little maid; and falling upon 
these, the men began to blaspheme, sa3ring, ^Wbata plague 
had Üie Captain to fill the boat with dir^ live luihber for 
that giglefs sake ? They had a better right to a good supper 
than ever she had, and might fast awMle to cool her bot 
blood ; ' and so cooked and eat those hens, plucking them on 
board the pinnace , and letting the feathers fall into tiie 
stream. But when William Penberthy, my good comrade, 
saw the feathers go floating away down, he asked ihem 
if they were mad, to lay a trau by which the Spaniards 
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wonld surely track them out, if they came after them, as 
wiihout doubt they would. But they laughed him to scom, 
and said that no Spanish cur dared follow on the heels 
of true English mastiffs as they were , and other boastfiil 
Speeches; and at last, being heated with wine, began afresh 
to marmor at the Captain. And one speaking of his counsel 
about the island, the rest altogether took it amiss and out 
of the way ; and some sprang up crymg treason, and others 
that he meant to defraud them of the plate which he had pro- 
mised , and others that he meant to desert them in a stränge 
land, and so forth, tili Mr. 0., hearing the hubbub, came out 
to thenpi firom the house, when they reviled him foully, swear- 
ing that he meant to cheat them; and one Edward Stiles, a 
Wapping man, mad with drink, dared to say that he was a 
fool for not giving up the prisoners to the negroes , and what 
was it to him if the lady roasted? the negroes should have 
her yet; and drawing his sword , ran upon the Captain ; for 
which I was about to strike him through the body ; but the 
Captain, not caring to waste steel on such a ribald, with his 
fist caught him such a buffet behind the ear, that he feil 
down stark dead , and all the rest stood amazed. Then Mr. 
Oxenham called out, 'All honest men who know me, and 
can trust me, stand by your lawful Captain against these 
mffians.' Whereon, Sirs, I, and Penberthy my good com- 
rade , and four Plymouth men, who had sailed with Mr. 0, in 
Mr. Drake's ship, and knew.his trui^ty and yaliant conditions, 
came over to hiin, and swore before God to stand by him 
' and the lady. Then said Mr. 0. to the rest , * Will you carry 
this treasure , knaves , or will you not? Give me an answer 
here.* And they refüsed, unless he would, before they 
started, give each man his share. So Mr. 0. waxed very mad, 
and swore that he would never be served by men who did 
not trust him, and so went in again; and that night was 
Bpent in great disquiet, I and those five others keeping 
watch about the house of boughs tili the rest feil asleep , in 
their drink. And next moming , when the wine was gone c 
of th^n, Mr. 0. asked them whether they would go to 
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hüls with him, and find those negroes, and persuäde th€m 
after all to carry the trieasure. To which they agreed after 
awhile, thinking that so they should save themselves labonr; 
and went off with Mr. Oxenham, learing us 8ix who had 
stood by him to watch the lady and the treasnre, alter he 
had taken an oath of us tiiat we would deal justly and 
obediently by him and by her, which God knows, gentlemen, 
we did. So he parted with mach weeping and wailing of Üke 
lady, and was gone seven days ; and all that time we kept 
that lady faithfuUy and honestly, bringing her the best we 
could find, and serving her upon our bended knees, both for 
her admirable beanfy, and for her exeellent conditions , far 
ehe was certainly of some noble kin, and courteous, and 
without fear, as if she had been a very princess. But she 
kept always within the house, which the little maid (God 
bless her ! ) did not, but soon leamed to play with ns and we 
with her, so that we made great cheer of her, gentlemen, 
sailor-fashion — for you know we must always have our 
minions aboard to pet and amuse us — maybe a monkey, or 
a little dog, or a einging bird, ay, or mice and spiders, if we 
have nothing better to play withal. And she was wonderful 
Sharp, Sirs, was the little maid, and pickedup her English 
from US fast, ealling us jolly mariners, which I doubt but she 
has forgotten by now, but I hope in God it be not so ;" and 
tberewith the good fellow began wiping bis eyes. 

"Well, Sir, on the seventh day we six were down by Üie 
pinnace Clearing her out, and the little maid with us ga^er- 
ing of fiowers , and William Penberthy fishing on the bank, 
about a hundred yards below, when on a sudden he leaps up 
andrunstowardsus, crying, 'Herecomeourhens*featk^rs 
back again with a vengeance;^ and so bade catch up the 
little maid, and run for the house, for the Spaniards were 
upon US. 

"Which was too true ; for before we could win the house, 
there were füll eighty shot at our heeb, but could not over- 
take us; nevertheless , some of them stopping, üxed Üieir 
calivers and let fly, killing one of the Plymouth men. The 
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restof US escaped to the house, and catching up the lady, 
fled forth, not knoTdng whither we went, while the 
Spaniards, finding the house and treasure, pursued us no 
f^urther. 

''For all that day and the next we wandered in great 
misery, the lady weeping continually, and calling for Mr. 
Ozenham most piteously, and the little maid like¥Fi8e, tili 
with much ado we found the track of our comrades, and 
went up that as best we might: but at nightfall, by good 
hap, we met the whole crew Coming back, and witii them 
200 negroes or more , with bows and arrows. At which sight 
was great joy and embracing, and it was a stränge thing, 
Sir, to see the lady; for before that she was altogether 
desperate: and yet she was now a very lioness, as soon as 
she had got her love again ; and prayed him eamestly not to 
care for that gold, but to go forward to the North Sea, vow- 
ing to him in my hearing that she cared no more for poverty 
than she had cared for her good name, and then — they 
being a little apart from the rest — pointed round to the 
green forest, and said in Spanish — which I suppose they 
knew not that I understood, — ^ See, all around us is Para- 
dise. Were it not enough for you and me to stay here for 
ever, and let them take the gold or leave it as they will? ' 

"To which Mr. Oxenham — * Those who lived in Paradise 
had not sinned as we have , and would never have grown old 
orsick, asweshall.' 

"And she — ^If we do that, there are poisons enough in 
these woods, by which we may die in eaeh other's arms, as 
would to Heaven we had died seven years agone ! ' 

" But he , — * No , no , my life. It Stands upon my honour 
both to fulfil my bond with these men , whom I have brought 
hither, and to take home to England at least somethingof my 
prize as a proof of my own valour.' 

" Then she smiling — 'Am I not prize enough, and proof 
enough?' But he would not be so tempted, and tuming to 
U8 offered us the half of that treasure, if we would go back 
with him , and rescue it from the Spaniard. At which the 
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lady wept and wailed much ; but I took upon myself to<5om- 
fort her, though I was but a simple mariner, telling her that 
it stood upon Mr. Oxenham's honour; and that in England 
nothing was esteemed so foul as cowardice, 0^ breaking 
Word and troth betwixt man and man ; and that better was it 
for him to die seven times by the Spaniards, than to face at 
home the scom of all who sailed the seas. So, affcer much 
ado, backthejwentagain; I^nd Penberthy, and the three 
Plymouth men which escaped firom the pinnace, keeping the 
lady as before. 

"Well, Sirs, we waited five days, hairing made houses 
of boughs as before, without hearing aught; and on the 
sixth we saw Coming afar off Mr. Oxenham, and with him 
fifteen or twenty men, who seemed very weary and wounded ; 
and when we looked for the rest to be behind them, behold 
there were no more ; at which, Sirs, as you may well thin^ 
our hearts sank within us. 

"And Mr. 0., coming nearer, cried out afar off, 'All is 
lost!' and so walked into the camp without a word, and sat 
himself down at thefootof agreat tree with his head between 
his hands , speaking neither to the lady or to any one , tili 
she very pitifuUy kneeling before him, cursing herseif for the 
cause of all his mischief , and praying him to avenge himself 
upon that her tender body, won him hardly to look once upon 
her, after which (as is the way of vain and unstable man), all 
between them was as before. 

" But the men were füll of curses against the negroes, for 
their cowardice and treachery ; yea, and against highHeaven 
itself , which had put the most part of their ammünition into 
the Spaniards' hands; andtoldme, and I believe truly, how 
they forced the enemy awaiting them in a little copse of great 
trees, well fortified with barricades of boughs, and having 
with them our two falcons, which they had taken out of the 
pinnace. And how Mr. Oxenham divided both the English 
and the negroes into two bands, that one might attack the 
enemy in front, and the other in the rear, and so set upon 
them with great fury, and would have utterly driven them 
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out, but that the negroes, wbo had come on with much 
howlifig, like very ^d beaets , being suddenly seared witk 
the shot and noise of the ordnance, tumed and fled, leaving 
ttie Englishmen alone ; in wbich evil »tcadi Mr. 0. fought üke 
a very Guy of Warwick , and I verily believe eTery nton of 
them likewise ; for there was none of them who had not his 
shrewd Scratch to show. And indeed , Mr. Oxenham's party 
had once gotten within the barricades , bat the Spaniards 
being sheltered by the tree trunks (and especially by one 
mighty tree, which stood, as I remembered it, and remember 
it now, bome np two fathoms high upon its own roots, as 
it were upon arches and pillars), shot at.them with such 
advantage, that they had several slain, and seyen more taken 
alive, only among the roots of that tree. So seeing that they 
could prevail nothing, having little but Uieir pikes and . 
swords, they were fain to give back; though Mr. Oxenham 
swore he would not stir a foot, and making at the Spanish 
Captain was bome down with pikes , and hardly pulled away 
by some, who at last reminding him of his lady , persuaded 
him to come away with the rest. Whereon the other party 
fled also : but what had become of them they knew not, for 
they took another way. And so they miserably drew off, 
having lost in men elevenkilled and seven taken alive, beside 
five of the rascal negroes who were killed before they had 
time to run; and there was an end of the matter. * 

• In the docaments from which I have drawn thls veracious history, a 
note is appended to this point of Teo*8 story, which seems to me to smack 
mifBciently of the old Elizabethan Seaman, to be inserted at lengrth. 

**A11 80 far, and most after, agreeth with Lopez Vaz his tale, taken 
from his pocket by my Lord Cumberland's mariners, at the rlver Plate, In 
the year 1586. Bat jiote here'his vain-glory and falsehood, or eise fear of 
the Spaniard. 

''First, lc8t.it should be seen how great an advantage the Spaniards 
had, he maketh no mention ofthe English calivers , nor those two pleces 
of ordnance which were in the pinnace. 

**Second, he saith nothing ofthe flight of the Cimaroons: ttiongh it 
was evidencly to be gathered from that which he himself saith , that of less 
than sevcnty English were slain elevcn, and of tlie negroes but five. And 
while ofthe English seven were taken alive, yot ofthe negroes none. And 
why , bat becaase the rascals ran ? 

"Thirdly, it is a thing incredlble , and out of experlence, that el'- 
Westward Ho: L ' 12 



178 TBUB AND TRAGICAIi HISTORY 

"But the next day, gentlemen, in cäme some five-and- 
twenty more, being the wreck of the atherparty, and with 
them a few negroes; and these last proved themselvee no 
honester men than they were brave, for there being great 
misery among'us English, and every one of us straggling 
where he could to get food, every day one or more who went 
out never came back , and that caused a suspicion that the 
negroes had betrayed them to the Spaniards, or may be, 
6lain and eaten them. So these fellows being upbraide.d 
with that altogether left us, telling us boldly, that if they 
had eaten our fellows, we owed them a debt instead of the 
Spanish prisoners ; and we, in great terror and hunger, went 
forward and over the mountains tili we came to a little 
river which ran northward, which seemed to lead into the 
Northern Sea; and there Mr. 0. — who, Sirs, I will say, 

Engliah shoold be slain and sey^n taken, with loas only of two Spaniards 
kiUed. 

^^Search now, and see, (for I will not speak ofmine own small doings,) 
in all those memorable voyages, wbich the worthy and learned Mr.Hakluyt 
hath 80 painfolly coUected , and' which are to my old age aexi only to ttiy 
Bible, whether in all the fights which we have endored with the Spaniards, 
their loss , even in victory , hath not far exceeded ours. For we are both 
bigger of body and fiercer of spirit, being even to the poorcst of us (thanka 
to ^he care of our illustrious princes), the best fed men of Enrope, tho 
most trained to feats of strength and use of weapons, and put our trust also 
not in any Virgin or Saints, dead rags and bonos, painted Idols which havc 
no breath in their mouths, or St. Bartholoraew mcdals and such deviPs 
remembrancers : but in the only true God and our Lord Jesus Christ, in 
whom whosoever trusteth, one of them shali chase a tbousand. So I hold, 
having had good experience ; and say , if they have done it ouce , let them 
do it again, and kill their eleven to our two, with any weapon they will, 
save paper bullets blown out of Fame's lying trumpet. Yet I have no 
quarrel with the poor Portugal : for I doubt not but friend Lopez Vaz had 
looking over bis Shoulder as he wrote some mighty black velvet Don, with 
a name as long as that Don Bemaldino Delgadillo de Avellaneda who set 
forth lately bis vain-glorious Übel of lie» conccrning the last and fatal 
voyage of my dear friends Sir F. Drake and Sir John Hawkins , who rest in 
peace, having finished their labours, as would God I rested. To whoae 
shameless and unspeakable lying my good friend Mr. Henry Savile of thia 
county did most pithily and wittlly reply , strippjng the ass out of his lion's 
akin; and Sir Thomas Baskerville, general of the fleet, by my advice, send 
him a cartel of defiance , offering to meet him with choice of weapons , in 
any indifferent kingdom of cqual distance from this realm; which challenge 
he hath prudently pnt in his pipe, or rather rolled it up for one of his 
Spanish cigarros, and smoked it, and, I doubt not, found it foul in the 
month.'* 
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after his first rage was oyer, behaved himself all through 
like a valiant and skilful Commander — bade us cut.down 
larees and make canoes, to go down to the sea; whidr we 
began to do with greatlabour and litüe profit, hewing down 
trees with our swords, and buming them out with fire, which, 
after mach labonr, we kindled: but as we were a-buming 
out of the first tree, and cutting down of another, a great 
party of negroes came upon us, and with much friendly show 
bade us flee for our Uves, forthe Spaniards were upoa us 
in great force. And so we were up and away again, hardly 
able to drag our legs after us for hunger and weariness , and 
the broiling heat. And some were taken, (God help them !) 
and some fled with the negroes , of whom what became God 
alone knoweth; but eight or ten held on with the Captain, 
among whom was I, and fled downward toward the sea for 
one daj; but afterwards finding, by the noise in* the woods, 
ihat the Spaniards were on the track of us, we tumed up 
again toward the inland, and Coming to a cliff, climbed 
up over it, drawing up the lady and the little maid with 
cords of liana (which hang from those trees as honeysuckle 
does here, but exceeding stout and long, even to flfty 
fathoms) ; and so breaking the track, hoped to be out of the 
way of the enemy. 

"By which, nevertheless , we only increased our misery. 
For two feil fronfthat cliff, as men asieep for very weariness, 
and miserably broke their bones; and others, whether by 
the great toil, or sun-strokes, or eating of stränge berries, 
feil sick of fluxes and fevers ; where was no drop of water, 
but rock of pumice stone as bare as the back of myhand, and 
füll, moreover , of great cracks , black and without bottom, 
over which we had not strength to lift the sick, but were 
fain to leavethem there aloft, in the -sunshine , like Dives 
in his torments , crying aloud for a drop of water to cool their 
tongues; and every man a great stinking yulture'or two 
sitdng by him, like an ugly black fiend out of the pit, 
waiting tili the poor soul should depart out of the corpse 
^ut nothing could avail , and for the dear life we must down 

12* 
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agam and into tbe woods , or be bnmed up alite lipon tkose 
roroks, 

^So gettmg down the slope on the ful:iher side, we eamd 
into the woods once more, and there wandered for many 
days, I know not how many ; oor shoes b^ing gone, and out 
cktfaes all rent off us witb brak^ß and briers. And yet how 
the lady endured all was amarvel to see; for sbe went bare-^ 
foot many days, and for clothes was fain to wrap herseif in 
Mr, Oxenham's cloak; while the little mäid went all but 
naked: but ever she looked still on Mr. Oxenham, and 
ireemed to take no care as long as he was by, comforting 
and eheering us all wlth pleasant words; yea, and once 
ftitting down under a great fig tree , sang us all to sleep with 
very Bweet musio; yet, waking about midnight, I saw her 
sitting still upright, weepingverybitterly; on whom, Sirs, 
God have merey , for she was a fair and a brave jewel. 

^' And so, to make few words of a sad matter, at last there 
were none left but Mr. Oxenham and the lady and the little 
maid, together with me and William Penberthy of Marazion, 
my good comrade. And Mr. Oxenham always led the lady, 
and Penberthy and I carried the little maid. And for food 
we had fruits , such as we could find , and water we got from 
the leaves of certain lilies which grew on the bark of trees, 
which I found by seeing the monkeys drink at them; and the 
little maid called them monkey-cups , an^ asked for them 
continually, making me climb for them. And so we wandered 
on, and upward into very high mountains, always fearing 
lest the Spaniards should track us with dogs , which made 
the lady leap up often in her sleep, crying that the blood- 
hounds were upon her. And it befeil upon a day, that we 
came into a great wood of fems (which grew not on the 
ground like ours, but on stems as big as a pinnace's mast, 
and the bark of them was like a fine meshed net, very stränge 
to see), where was very pleasant shade, cool and green; 
and there, gentlemen, we sat down upon a bank of moss, 
like folk desperate and foredone , and every one looked the 
other in the face for a long while. After which I took of 
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the bark of those feras, för I must needs be doing something 
to drive away thoaght, and began to plait slippers for tfae 
HtÜe maid. 

"And asl was plaiting, Mr.Oxenham said, ' What hinders 
US from djing like men, every manfalling on bis own sword? ' 
To whicb I answered tiiatl darenot; for a wise woman bad 
propbesied of me, Sirs, that I sbonld die at sea, and yet 
neither by water or battle , wherefore I did not tbink rigbt to 
meddle witb tbe Lord's porposes. And William Penbcrthy 
said , ' Tbat he wonld seil bis life , and tbat dear , bat never 
give it away.' But tbe lady said, * Ab, böw gladly wönld I 
die! but tben la paouvre garse,' wbieb is in French *Üie 
poor maid,' meaning the little one. Tben Mr. Oxenbam 
feil into a very great weeping, a weakness I never sav io 
him before or since; and witb many tears 4>edougfat me 
never to desert that little maid, wbatever might befall; wbich 
I promised, swearing to it like a heathen, but would, if I 
bad been able, bave kept it like a Christian. But on a sudden 
there was a great cryintbe wood, and ooming througb the 
trees on all sides Spanish arquebusiers , a hundred strong at 
least, and negroes witb- them, who bade us stand or tibey 
wouM shoot. William Penberthyleapt up, crying 'Treason! ' 
and mnning upon the nearest negro ran him througb , and 
tiien anotber, and then falling on the Spaniards, fought 
manfully tili he was bome down witb pikes , and so died» 
But I , seeing notbing better to do, säte still and finished my 
plaiting. And so we were all taken, and I and Mr. Oxenham 
bound witb cords ; but the soldiers made a litter for tbe lady 
and cbild, by commandment of Senor Diego the Trees, tbei^ 
Commander, a very courteous gentleman. 

"Well, Sirs, we were brought down to the place wbere 
the bouse of boughs bad been by the river-side; there we 
went over in boats , and found waiting for us certain Spanish 
gentlemen , and among others one old and ill>favoTtred man, 
gray-bearded and beut, in a suit of black velvet, who seemed 
to be a great man among them. And if y ou will believe me, 
Mr. Leigb , that was none oiher tban the old man with the 
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gold falcon at his breast, Don Francisco Xararte by name, 
whom you found aboard of the Lima ship. And had you 
known as much of him as I do, or as Mr. Oxenham did eitfaer, 
you had cat him up for sharks' bait, or ever you let tHe cur 
ashore again. 

'^W^, Sirs, as soon as the lady came to shore, that 
old man ran upon her sword in band, and would have slain 
her, but some there held him back. On which he tumed 
to, and reviled with every foul and spiteful word which he 
could think of , so that some there bade him be silent for 
shame; and Mr. Oxenham said, *Xt is worthy of you, Don 
Francisco , thus to trumpet abroad your own disgrace. Did 
I not teil you years ago that you were a cur; and are you not 
proving my words for me? * 

*^He answered, ^English dog, would to Heaven I had 
neverseenyou!' 

"And Mr. Oxenham, *Spanish ape, would to Heaven 
that I had sent my dagger through your herring-ribs when 
youpast me behind St. Ildegonde's church, eight years last 
Ea«ter-eve.* At which the old man turned pale , and then 
began again to upbraid the lady, vowing that he would have 
her bumt alive, and other devilish words, to which she 
answered at last — 

" * Would that you had bumt me alive on my wedding 
moming, and sparedme eight years ofmisery!' And he — 

"*Misery? Hear the witch, Sedors! Oh, have I not 
pampered her, heapedwithjewels, clothes, coaches, what 
not? The saints alone know what I have spent on her. 
What more would she have of me?* 

" To which she answered only but this one word , ' Fool 1 ' 
but in so terrible.a voice, though low, that they who were 
about to laugh at Üie old pantaloon, were more minded to 
weep for her. 

"^Fool!' she said again, affcer a while, 'Iwill wasteno 
words upon you. I would have driven a dagger to your 
heart months ago, but that I was loath to set you free so soon 
from your gout and your rheumatism. Selfish aad stupid, 
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know when you bought my body from my parents, you did 
notbuymy soul! Faxewell, mylove, mylife! andfarewell, 
Senors ! May you be more mercifui to your daughters than 
my parentB were to mel* And so, catching a dagger irom 
the girdle of one of the soldiers, smote herself to the heart, 
and feil dead before them all. 

<'At which Mr. Oxenham smiled) and said <That was 
worthy of us both. If you will unbind my hands, Senors, 
I shall be most happy to copy so fair a school-mistress.' 

" But Don Diego shook bis head , and said, 

"'It were well for you, valiant Senor, were I at liberty 
to do so; but on questioning those of your sailers, whom 
1 have already taken, I cannot hear that you have any letters 
of license; either from the Queen of England, or any other 
potentate. lamcompelled, tberefore, to ask you, whether 
this is so ; for it is a matter of life and death.' 

"To which Mr. Oxenham answered merrily, *That so 
it was: but that he was not aware that any potentate's 
license was required to permit a gentleman's meeting bis 
lady love ; and that as for the gold which they had takeh , if 
they had never allowed that fresh and fair young May to be 
forced into marrying that old January, he should never 
have meddled with their gold : so that was rather their fault 
than bis.' And added, that if he was to be hanged, as he 
supposed, the only favour which he asked for was a long 
drop and no priests. And all the while, gentlemen, he 
still kept bis eyes fixed on the lady*s corpse, tili he was led 
away with me , while all that stood by, God reward them for 
it, lamented openly the tragical end of those two sinful 
lovers. 

"And now, Sirs, what befeil me after that matters little; 
for I never saw Captain Oxenham again, nor ever shall in 
this life." 

"He was hanged, then?" 

"So I heard for certain the next year, and with bim the 
gunner and sundry more: but some were given away for 
slaves to the Spaniards ^ and may be alive now, unless , like 
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me, tbey have fallen into the cruel clatches of the Inqui- 
sition. For the Inquisition now, gentlemen, claims the bodies 
and souls of all heretic6 all over the world (as the devils told 
me with their own lips, when I pleaded that I was no Spanish 
subject); and none that it catches, whether peaceable mer- 
chants, or shipwrecked mariners, but must tum or bum." 
"But how did you get into the Inquisition?" 
"Why, Sir, after we were taken, we set forth to go 
down the river again; and the old Don took the little maid 
with him in one boat, (and bitterly shc screeched at parting 
from US, and from the poor dead corpse, ) and Mr. Oxenham 
with Don Diego de Grees in another, and I in a third. And 
hom the Spaniards I learnt that we were to be taken down 
to Lima, to the Viceroy ; but that the old man lived hard by 
Panama, and was going straight back to Panama forthwitli 
with the little maid. But they said, 'It will be well for hw 
if she ever gets there, for the old man swears she is none of 
bis, and would have left her behind him in the woods now, 
if Don Diego had not shamed him out of it.* And when 
I heard that, seeing that there was nothing but death before 
me, I made up my mind to escape ; and the very first night, 
Sirs , by God's help , I did it , and went southward away into 
the forest, avoiding the tracks of the Cimaroons, tili I came 
to an Indian town. And there, gentlemen, I got more mercy 
from heathens than ever I had from Christians; for when 
they found that I was no Spaniard, they fed me and gave 
me a house, and a wife, (and a good wife she was to me,) and 
painted me alLover in patterns, as you see; and because 
I h^d some knowledge of surgery and blood-letting, and my 
fleams in my pocket, which were worth to me a fortune^ 
I rose to great honour among them, though they taught me 
more of simples than ever I taught them of surgery. So I 
lived with them merrily enough, being a very heathen like 
them , or indeed worse , for they worshipped their Xemes, 
but I nothing. And in time my wife bare me a child; in 
looking at whose sweet face, gentlemen, I forgot Mr. Oxen- 
ham and bis little maid, and my oath, ay, and my native 
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lond also. Wlierefore it was taken ftom me, eise had I lived 
and died as the beasts which peiish; for one night, after we 
were all Isln down, came a noise outside the town, and I 
startaag up saw armed men and calivers shining in the moon- 
light, and heard one read in Spanish, with a loud voice, 
some fooFs sermon, after their custom when they hont the 
poor Indiana, how God had given to St Peter the dominion 
of the whole earth, and St. Peter again the Indies to the Ca- 
tholie king; wherefore, if they would all be baptized and 
serve the Spaniard, they should have some monkey's allow- 
ance or other of more kicks than pence; and if not, then 
have at them with fire and sword: but I dare say yoür wor- 
ships know that devilish trick of theirs better than I." 

"Iknowit, man. Go on." 

"Well — no sooner were the words spoken, than, without 
waiting to hear what the poor innocents within wonld 
answer, (though that mattered little, for they understood 
not one word of it,) what do the villains but let fly right into 
the town with their calivers, and^then rush in, sword in band, 
killing pell-mell all they met, one of which shots, gentlemen, 
passing through the doorway, and closeby me, Struck my 
poor wife to the heart, that she never spoke word more. I, 
catehing up the habe from her breast, tried to run: but when 
I saw the town fiill of them, and their dogs with them in 
leashes, which was yet worse, I knew all was lost, and sat 
down again by the corpse with the habe on my knees, 
waiting the end, like one stunned and in a dream; for now I 
thought God from whom I had fled had surely found me out, 
as he did Jonah, and the punishment of all my sins was 
come. WeU, gentlemen, they dragged me out, and all 
the young men and women, and chainedus together by the 
neck; and one, catehing the pretty habe out of my arms, 
calls for water and a priest, (for they had their shaTclings 
with them,) and no sooner was it christened , than, catehing 
the habe by the heels, he dashed out its brains, — oh! 
gentlemen, genüemen! — againstthe ground, as if it had 
been a kiUen; and so did they to several more innocents 
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that night, after they had christened them; saying it was 
best for them to go to heaven while they were still sure 
thereof; and so marched us all off for slaves, leaTing the 
old folk and the wounded to die at leisure. Bat wben mom- 
ing came, and they knew by my skin that I was no Indian, 
and by my speech that I was no Spaniard, they began 
threatening me with torments, tili I confessed that I was an 
Englishman, and one of Oxenham's crew. Atthat says the 
leader, *Then you shall to Lima, to hang by the side of 
your Captain the pirate; by which I first knew that my poor 
Captain was certainly gone: bnt alas for me! the priest 
Steps in and Claims me for hisbooty, calling me Lutheran, 
heretic, and «nemy of God; and so, to make short a sad 
story, to the Inquisition atCarthagena Iwent, where what 
I suffered, gentlemen, were as disgustfal for you to hear, 
as immanly for me to complain of : but so it was, that being 
twice racked, and having endured the water -torment as 
best I could, I was put to the scarpines, whereoflam, as 
you see, somewhat lame of one leg to this day. At whieh I 
could abide no more, and so , wretch that I am! denied my 
God , in hope to saye my life ; which indeed I did , but little 
it profited me; for though I had tumed to their superstition, 
I must have two hundred stripes in the public place, and 
then go to the galleys for seven years. And there, gentle- 
men, ofttimes I thought that it had been better for me to 
have been bumed once and for all: but you know as weU as 
I what a fioating hell of heat and cold, hunger and thirst, 
stripes and toil, is every one ofthose accursed oraft In 
which hell, nevertheless, gentlemen, I found the road to 
heayen, — I had almost said heaven itself. For it feil out, 
by God's mercy , tha;t my nezt comrade was an Englishman 
like myself, a young man of Bristol, who, as he told me, 
had been some manner of factor on board poor Captain 
Barker's ship, and had been a preacher among the Anabap- 
tists here in England. And, oh! Sir Richard Grenvile, if 
that man had done for you what he did for me , you would 
never say a word against those who serre the same Lord, 



OP MR. JOHN OXENHAM. 187 

because they don*t altogcther hold with you. For firom 
time to time, Sir, seeing me altogether despairing and 
farious , like a wild beast in a pit, he set before me in secriBt 
eamestly the sweet promises of God in Christ, — who says, 
* Come to me, all ye that are heavy laden, and I will refresh 
you; and thongh your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as 
white as snow', — tili all that past sinful life of mine looked 
like a dream when one awaketh, and I forgot all my bodily 
miseries in the miseiy of my soul, so did I loathe and hate 
myself for my rebellion against that loving God who had 
chosen me before the fonndation of the world, and come to 
seek and save me when I was lost; and falUng into yery 
despair at the bürden of my heinous sins, knew no peace 
untü I gained sweet assurance that my Lord had hanged my 
bürden npon his cross, and washed my sinfiil soul in his 
mostsinlessblood, Amen!" 

And Sir Richard Grenvile said Amen also. 
'^ Bat, gentlemen, if that sweet youth wona soul to Christ, 
he paid as dearly for it as ever did saint of God. For after 
a three or foor months, when I had been all that while in 
sweet converse with bim, and I may say in heaven in the 
imdst of hell, there came one night to the barranco atLima, 
where we were kept when on shore, three black devils of the 
Holy Office, and carried him off without a word, only saying 
to me, 'Look that your tum come not next, for we hear that 
yon have had m^ch talk with the villain.* And at these 
words I was so Struck cold with terror that I swooned right 
away ; and verily, if they had taken me there and then, I 
should haye denied my God again, for my faith was but 
young and weak: but instead, they left me aboard the galley 
for a few months more , (that was a whole voy age to Panama 
and bade,) in daily dread lest I should find myself in their 
cruel daws again — and'then nothing for me, but to bum as 
a relapsed heretic. But when we came back to Lima^ the 
officers came on board again, and said to me, * That heretic 
has confessed nought against you, so we will leave you for 
this time : bat because you have been seen talking with him 
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BO muchy and the Holy OflSce suspects your conversion to be 
but a rotten one, you are adjudged to the galleys for the rest 
of your life in perpetaal servitude.* " 

"Btttwhatbecameofhim?" askedAmyas. 

'* He was bumed, Sir, a day or two before we got to Lima, 
and fiye others with him at the same stake, of whom two 
were Englishmen; old eomrades ofmine, as I gness." 

"Ah ! " Said Amyas, " we heard of that when we were oflF 
Lima; and they said too, that there were six more lying still 
in prison, to be bumt in a few days. If we had had cur fleet 
with US, (as we should have had if it had not been for John 
Winter,) we wouldhavegoneinandrescuedthemall, poor 
wretches, and sacked the town to boot: but whatcould we 
do with one ship?" 

"Would to God you had, Sir; for the story was true 
enough ; and among them, I heard, were two young ladiea 
of quality and tiieir eonfessor, who came to their ends for 
reproving out of Scripture the filthy and loathsome liring of 
those parts , wfaich , as I saw well enough and too well, ia 
liker to Sodom than to a Christian town: but God will 
ayehge His saints, and their sins. Amen." 

"Amen;" said Sir Richard: " but on with thytale, forit 
is as Strange as ever man heard." 

"Well, gentlemen, when I heard that I must end my days 
in that galley, I was for a while like a madman : but in a day 
or two there came over me, I know not hoif , a fuU assuranee 
of salvation, both for this life and the life to eome, such as I 
had never had before ; and it was revealed to me, (I speak 
the truth, gentlemen, before Heaven,) that now I had 
been tried to the uttermost, and that my deliveraace was at 
hand. 

"And all the way up to Panama (that was after we had 
laden the 'Cacafuogo') I cast in my mind how to escape, 
and found no way: but just as I was beginning to lose heart 
again, a door was opened by the Lord's own hand; for (I 
know not why) we were marched across ft^m Panama to 
Kombife, whicfa had nerer happened before, atid there p«t 
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«11 togethef into a great barranco close by the quay-side, 
shacUed, as is the fa'shion, to one long bar that ran th« 
whole length of the house. And the very first night that we 
werethere, I, lookingontofthe window, spied, lying cloae 
aboard of the qaay,a good sized (Jarayel well armed and jnst 
loading for sea; imd the land breeze blew off very strong, 
so that the sailors were laying out a fresh warp to hold her 
to the shore. And it carae into my mind, that if we were 
aboard of her, we should be at sea in fiye minutes; and 
looking at the quay , I saw all the soldiers who had guarded 
as scattered about drinking and gambling, and some going 
into tavems to refresh tiiemselves after their joumey. That 
was just' at snadown; and half an hour after, in comes the 
gaoler to take a last look at us for the night, and hls keys at 
bis girdle. Whereon, Sirs, (whether by madness, or whether 
by ihe spirit which gave Samson strength to rend the lion,) 
I rose against him as he passed me, without forethought or 
treachery of any kind, chained though I was, caughthim by 
Üie head, and threw him there and then against the wall, that 
he neyer spoke word after; and then with bis keys freed 
my seif and every soul in that room, and bid them foUow me, 
Yowing to kill any man who disobeyed my commands. They 
followed, as men astounded and lea))ing out of night into 
day and death into life , and so aboard that carayel and out 
of the harbonr, (the Lord only knows how, who blinded the 
eyes of the idolaters,) with no more hurt than a few chanoe- 
shot from the soldiers on the quay. But my tale has been 
over-long already, ^entlemen. — " 

** Go on tili midnight, my good feile w, if you will." 
"Well, Sirs, they chose itfe for Captain, and a certain 
Grenoese for Lieutenant, and away to go. I would fain have 
gone ashore after all, and back to Panama to hear news of 
the little maid: but that would have been but a fool's errand* 
Some wanted to tum pirates : but I, and the Genoese too, 
who was a prudent man, though an evil one, persuaded them 
to run for England and get employment in the Netherland 
wars, assuring them that there would be no safety in the 
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Spanish main, when once our eöci^ got wind. And the 
more part being of one mind^for England we sailed, watering 
at the Barbados because it was desolate ; and so eastward 
toward the Canaries. In which voyage what we endured 
(being taken by long calms), bj scurvy, calentnres, hunger^ 
and thirst, no tongue can teil. Many a time were we glad to 
lay out Sheets at night to catch the dew, and suck the^n in the 
möming ; and he ti^at had a noggin of rain- water out of the 
ecupperswasas much sought toas if he had beenAdelantado 
of all the Indies; tili of a hundred and forty poor wretche« 
a hundred and ten were dead, blaspheming God and maui 
and abpve all, me and the Genoese for taking the £urope 
voyage, as if I had not sins enough of my own already. And 
last of all, when we thought ourselves safe, we were wrecked 
by south- westers on the coast of Brittany, near to Cape 
"RsLce, from which but nine souls of us came ashore with 
their lives; and so to Brest, where I found a Flushinger who 
carried me to Falmouth; and so ends my tale, in which if 
I have Said one word more or less than truth , I can wish 
myself no worse, than to have it all to undergo a second 
time." 

And his voice, as he finished, sank from very weariness 
of soul ; while Sir Richard sat opposite him in silence, his 
elbows OB the table, his cheeks on his doubled fists, looking 
him through and through with kindling eyes. No one spoke 
forseveralminutes; andthen — 

"Amyas, you have heard this story? You believe 
it?" 

"Every word, Sir, or I«^ould not have the heart of a 
Christian man." 

**SodoI. Anthony!" 

The butler entered. 

" Take this man to the buttery ; clothe him comfortably, 
and feed him with the best; and bid the knaves treat him ae 
if he were their own father." 

But Yeo lingered.. 
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"If I might be so foold as to ask jour worship a 
favour?— " 

" Anything in reason, my brave fellow." , 

^'If your worship could put me in the way of another 
adyenture to the IncQes ? " 

'^Anotkerl Hast not had enough of the Spaniards 
abeady?" 

' ^^ Neyer enough, Sir, while one of the idolatrous tyrants 
18 left unhanged," said he, with a right bitter smile. <*Bnt 
it*8 not for that only, Sir: but my little maid — Oh, Sir! my 
little maid, that I swore to Mr. Oxenham to look to, and 
never saw her from that day to this ! I must find her, Sir, 
or I shall go mad, I believe. Not a night but she comes and 
calls to me in my dreams, the {poor darling ; and not a mom- 
ing but when I wake there is my oath lying on my soul, like 
a great black cloud, and I no nearer the keeping of it. I 
told that poor young minister of it when vre were in the 
galleys together; and he said oaths were oaths, and keep it 
I must ; and keep it I will, Sir, if y ou *11 but help me." 

^^ Have patience , man. God will take as good care of thy 
little maid as ever thou wilt." 

"I know it, Sir. Iknow it: but faith's weak, Sir! and 
oh! if she were bred up a Papist and an idolater; wouldn't 
her blood be on my head then, Sir? Sooner than that, 
sooner than that, I'd be in the Inquisitioi^ again to-morrow, 
Iwould!" 

''My good fellow, there are no adventuresto thelndies 
forward now: but, if you want to fight Spaniards, hereis a 
gentleman will show you the way. Amyas, take him with 
you to Ireland. If he has leaiffl half the lessons God has eet 
him to leam, he ought to stand you in good stead." 

Yeo looked eagerly at the young giant 

"Will you have me, Sir? There's few matters I can't 
tum my band to: aad maybe you '11 be going to the Indies 
again, some day, eh? and take me with you? I'd serve your 
tum well , though I say it, either for gnnner or for pilot. I 
know every stone and tree £rom Nombre to Panama, and all 
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tbe ports of both the seas. You'U never be content, I'U 
Warrant, tili you've had another tum along the gold coasts, 
willyounow?" . 

Amyas langhed, and nodded; and the bargain was 
concluded. 

So out went Yeo to eat, and Amyas having recdved bis 
despatches, got ready for his journey home. 

'^Go the Short way over themoorS) lad; and send back 
Cary's gray when you can. You must not lose an hour , but 
be ready to sail the moment the wind goes about." 

So they started: but as Amyas was getting into the 
saddle, he saw that there was some stir among the 
servauts, who seemed to keep carefuUy out of Yeo's way, 
whispering and nodding mysteriously; and just as his 
foot was in the stirrup, Anthony, the old butler, plucked 
him back. 

"Dear father alire, Mr. Amyas!" whispered he; "and 
you ben't going by the moor-road all alone with that 
chap?" 

"Why not, tiien? I 'm too big for him to eat, I 
reckon." 

"Oh, Mr. Amyas! he 's not right, I teil you; not Com- 
pany for a Christian — to go forth-with creatures as has 
flamesof fire in their inwards ; 'tis temptation of Providence, 
iadeed, then, it is." 

"Taleofatub!" 

" Tale of a Christian, Sir. There was two boys pigmind- 
ing, seed him at it down the hill, beside a maiden tiiat was 
taken mazed (and no wonder, poor soul!) and lying in 
screeohing asterisks now doi^ to the mill — you ask as you 
go by — and saw Üie flames come out of the moutfa of mun, 
and the smoke out of mun's nose like a yire- drake, and the 
roaring of mun like the roaring of ten tbousand bulls. Oh, 
Sir! and to go with he after dark over moor ! Tis the deviPs 
devices, Sir, againstyou, becaus« you*m going against his 
«arrants the Pope^f Koom and the Spaniard; and you 11 be 
Pixy-ied, sure aslife, and locked into a bog, you will, aud 
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see mim yanish away to fire and brimstone, like a jack-o*- 
lantem. Oh, have a care, then, have a care ! " 

And the old man wrang bis hands, wbüe Amyas, 
borsting with laughter, rode off down the park with th^ 
nnconscions Teo at bis stirrup , chatting away about the In- 
dies, and delighting Amyas more and more by bis shrewd- 
nes8, bigbspirit, and rougb eloquence. 

They bad gone ten miles or more ; the day begau to draw 
in, and the western wmd to sweep more cold and cbeerless 
everymoment, whenAmyas, knowing that there was not an 
inn hard by around for many a mile ahead, took a pull at a 
certain bottle wbich Lady Grenvile had put into bis holster, 
and then offered Yeo a pull also. 

He declined; he had meat and drink too about bim, 
Heaven be praised ! 

*' Meat and drink? fall to then , man , and don't stand on 
manners." 

Whereon Yeo , seeing an old decayed willow by a brook, 
went to it and took there&om some touch-wood, to which he 
set a-light with bis knife and a stone , while Amyas watched, 
a little puzzled and startled, as Yeo's fiery reputation came 
into bis mind. Was he really a Salamander-Sprite, and 
going to warm bis inside by a meal of burning tinder? But 
now Yeo, in bis solenm methodical way, pulled out of bis 
bosom a brown leaf , and began rolling a piece of it up 
neatly to the size of bis little finger ; and then, putting the 
one end into bis mouth and the other on the tinder, sucked 
at it tili it was a-light; and drinking down the smoke , began 
puffing it out again at bis nostrils with a grünt of deepest 
satisfaction, and resumed bis do^-trot by Amyas's side, as 
if he had been a Walking chimney. 

On which Amyas burst into a loud laugh, and cried, 

"Why, no wonder they said you breathed fire? Is not 
that the Indians' tobacco? '* 

"Yea, verily, Heaven be praised! but did you never see 
itbefore?" 

''Never, though we heard talk,of it along the coast; but 
Westward Ho! L 13 
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we took it for one more Spanish lie. Humph — well , live 
andleam!" 

''Ah, Sir, nolie, butablessedtnith, asicantell, who 
have ere now gone in the strength of this weed three dajs 
and nights witbout eating; and therefore, Sir, the Indians 
alwajB carry it with them on their war-parties: and no 
wonder; for wheu all things were made none was made 
better than this; to be a lone man's companion, abachelor's 
friend, a hungry man's food, asad man's cordial, awake- 
fiil man's sleep, and a chilly. man^s fire, Sir; while for 
stanchingofwounds, purging of rheum, and settling of the 
stomach, there 's no herb like unto it under the canopy of 
heaven." 

The trath of which enlogium Amjas tested in after years, 
as shall be fully set forth in due place and time. Bat " Mark 
in the meanwhile," says one of the veracions chroniclers 
from whom I draw these facta, writing seemingly in the 
palmydayaofgood Queen Anne, and "nothaving" (ashe 
says) "before bis eyes the fear of that misocapnic Solomon 
James I. or of any other lying Stuart," "that not to South 
Deyon, but to North; not to Sir Walter Raleigh, but to 
jäir Amyas Leigh; not to the banks of Dart, but to the 
banks of Torridge, does Europe owe the day-spring of the 
latter age , that age of smoke which shall endure and thrive, 
when the age of brass shall have vanished like those of iron 
and of gold ; for whereas Mr. Lane is said to have brought 
home that divine weed (as Spenser well names it) from 
Virginia in the year 1584, it is hereby indisputable that füll 
four years earlier, by the bridge of Putford in the Torridge 
moors (which all true smokers shall hereafter visit as a 
hallowed spot and point of pilgrimage) , first twinkled that 
fiery beacon and beneficent load-star of Bidefordian com- 
merce, to spread hereafter from port to port and peak to 
peak, like tiie watch-fires which proclaimed the Coming of 
the Armada or the fall of Troy, even to the shores of the 
Bosphorus, the peaks of theCaucasus, and the farthest 
isles of the Malayan sea; while Bideford, metropolis of 
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tobacco, saw her Pool choked with Virginian traders, and 
the pavement of her Bridgeland Street groaning beneath 
the saYOury-bales of roll Trinidado, leaf, and pudding; and 
her grave burghers , bolstered and blocked out of their o wn 
• honses by the scarce lese savoury stock-fish casks which 
filled cellar, parlonr, andattic, were fain to sit outside the 
door , a silver pipe in every strong right band, and each left 
hand chinking cheerfuUy the doubloons deep lodged in the 
anriferous cavems of their tmnk-hose; while in those fairy- 
rings of fragrant mist, which circled round their contem- 
plative brows, flitted most pleasant visions of Wiltshire 
fiurmers jogging into Sherbome fair, thieirheaviest Shillings 
in their pockets , to buy (unless old Aubrey lies) the lotus- 
leaf of Torridge for its weight in silver, and draw from 
thenee, after the ezample of the Caciques of Dariena, 
suppliesofinspirationmuchneeded, then as now, in those 
Gothamite regions. And yet did these improve, as English- 
men, upon the method of those heathen sayages; for the 
latter (so Salvation Yeo reported as a truth, and Dampier's 
siirgeon Mr. Wafer after him), when they will deliberate of 
war or policy, sit round in the hut of the chief ; where being 
placed, enter to them a small boy with a cigarro of the 
bigness of a rolling-pin, and puffs the smoke thereof into 
the face of each warrior, from the eldest to the youngest; 
while they, putting their hand funnel-wise round their 
mouths, draw into the sinuosities of the brain that more 
than Delphic vapour of prophecy ; which boy presently falls 
down in a swoon, and being dragged out by the heels and 
laid by to sober , enter another to puff at the sacred cigarro, 
tili he is dragged out likewise ; and so on tili the tobacco is 
fii^shed, and the seed of wisdom has sprouted in every soul 
into the tree of meditation, bearing the flowers of eloquence, 
and in due time the fruit of valiant action." With which 
qoaint fact, (for fact it is, in spite of the bombast,) I end the 
present chapter. 



13* 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

HOW THE KOBLB BROTHERHOOD OF THE ROSE WAS 
FOUNDED. 

** It li yirtoe, yea Tirtne, gentlemen, that maketh gentlemen; that maketh 
the poor rieh, the base-born noble>, the sabjeot a sovereign , the de> 
formed beautiftil, the slck whole, the weak streng, the moat miaerable 
most happy. There are two principal and pecnliar gifts in the natare 
of man, knowledge and reason; the one commandeth , and the other 
obeyeth : these thlngs neithcr the whirling wheel of fortane can change, 
neither the deceitfbl carillings of worldlings separate , neither sickneos 
abate, neither age abolish." — Lii.lt*s Euphues^ 1586. 

It now falls to my lot to write of the folmdation of that 
most chiyalrouB broüierhood of the Rose, which after a few 
years made itself not only famous m its native comily of 
Devon, but formidable, as will be related hereafter, both 
in Ireland and in the Netherlands , in the Spanish Main and 
the heart of South America. And if this ehapter shall seem 
to any Quizotic and fantastical, let them recollect that the 
generation who spoke and acted thus in matters of love and 
honour were, nevertheless, practised and yaliant soldiers, 
and pradent and crafty politicians; that he who wrote the 
Arcadia was at the same time, in spite of his youth , one of 
the subtlest diplomatists of Europe ; that the poet of the 
Faery Queene was also the author of The State of Ireland; 
and if they shall quote against me with a sneer Lilly's 
Euphues itself, I shall only answer by asking — Have they 
ever read it ? For if they have done so , I pity them if they 
have not found it, in spite of occasional tedionsness and 
pedantry, as brave, righteous, and pions abook as man 
need look into ; and wish for no better proof of the noble- 
ness and virtue of the Elizabethan age, than the fact that 
"Euphues'* and the "Arcadia" were the two populär ro- 
mances of the day. It may have suited the purposes of Sir 
Walter Scott, in his cleverly drawnSirPiercieShafton, to 
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ridicnle tbeEaphuists, and that affectaktm comitateni of the 
trayelled English of which Langaet complams: but over 
and above the anachronism of the whole character (for, to 
give but one instance , the Euphuist knight talks of Sidney's 
qnarrel with Lord Oxford at least ten years before it 
happened), we do deny that Lilly's book could, if read by 
any man of common sense, produce such a cozcomb , whose 
spiritnal ancestors would rather have been Gabriel Harvey 
and Lord Oxford, — if indeed the former has not maligned 
the latter, and ill-tempered Tom Nash maligned the maligner 
inhistum. 

But, indeed, there is a double anachronism in Sir Piercie ; 
for he does not even belong to the days of Sidney, but to 
those worse times which began in the latter years of Eliza- 
beth, and after breaking her mighty heart, had füll license 
to bear their crop of fools' heäds in the profligate days of 
James. Of them, perhaps, hereafter. And in the mean- 
while, let those who have not read "Euphues," believe that, 
if they could train a son affcer the pattem of his Ephoebus, 
to the great saving of their own money and his yirtue, all 
fathers, even in ti^ese money-making days, would rise up 
and call them blessed. Let us rather open our eyes, and 
see in these old Elizabeth gallants our own ancestors, show- 
ing forth with the luxuriant wildness of youth, all the 
virtues which still go to the making of a true Englishman. 
Let US not only see in their commercial and military daring, 
in their political astuteness , in their deep reverence for law, 
and in tiieir solemn sense of the great calling of the English 
nation, the antetypes or rather the examples of our own: 
but let US confess that their chivalry is only another garb of 
that beautiful tendemess and mercy which is now , as it was 
then,the twin sister ofEnglishvalour; and even in their often 
extravagant fondness for Continental manners and litera- 
tare , let us recognize that old Anglo-Norman teachableness 
and wide-heartedness, which has enabled us to profit by the 
wisdom and the civilization of all ages and of all lands, 
without prejudice to our own distinctive national character* 
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And SO I go to my sioiy, wbich, if any one dislikes, he 
has but to turn the leaf tili he finds pasturage which suits 
him better. 

Amyas could not sali the nezt day , or the day after ; for 
the southwester freshened, and blew three-parts of a gale 
dead into the bay. So having got the Mary Grenvile down 
the river into Appledore pool , ready to start with the first 
shift of wind, he went qnieÜy home; and when his mother 
started on a pillion behind the old serving man to ride to 
Clovelly, where Frank laywounded, he went in with her as 
far as Bideford, and there met, Coming down the High 
Street, a procession of horsemen headed by Will Cary, who, 
clad cap-k-pi^ in shining armour, sword on thigh, and helmet 
at saddle-bow, looked as gallant a young gentleman as ever 
Bideford dames peeped at from door and window. Behind 
him, upon coontry ponies, came four or five stout serving 
men, carrying his lances and baggage , and their own long- 
bows, swords, and bucklers; and behind all, in a horse- 
litter, to Mrs. Leigh's great joy, Master Frank himself. He 
deposed that his wounds were only flesh-wounds, the dagger 
having tumed against his ribs; that he mnst see the last of 
his brother; and that with her good leave he would not 
come home to Burrough , but take up his abode with Cary in 
the Ship Tavem, close to the Bridge-foot. This he did 
forthwith, and settling himself on a couch, held his lev^e 
there in state, mobbed by all the gossips of thetown, not 
without white fibs as to ^ho had brought him into that sorry 
plight. 

But in the meanwhile, he and Amyas concocted a soheme, 
which was put into effect the next day (beingmarket-day); 
first by the innkeeper, who began under Amyas's Orders a 
buBÜeofroasting, boiling, andfrying, unpüalieled in the 
annals of the Ship Tavem; and next by Amyas himself, 
who, going out into the market, invited as many of his old 
Bchool-fellows, one by one apart, as Frank had pointed out 
to him, to amerry supper and a "rowse" thereon conse« 
quent; by which crafty scheme, in came each of Böse 



OF THB B08E WAS FOUXDBD. 199 

Salteme*s genüe admirers, and foimd himself , to his con- 
siderable disgust, seated at the same table with six rivals, 
to none of whom had he spoken for the last six months. 
However , all were too well bred to let the Leighs discem as 
much; and they (though, of course, they knew all) settled 
their guests, Frank on his couch lying at the head of the 
table, and Amyas taking the bottom; and contrived, by 
filling all mouths with good things , to save them the pain of 
speaking to each other tili the wine shoold have loosened 
their tongues and warmed their hearts. In the meanwhile 
both Amyas and Frank, ignoring the silence of their guests 
with the mostprovokinggood-humour, chatted, andjoked, 
and told stories, and made themselves such good Company, 
that Will Gary, who always found merriment infectious, 
melted into a jest, and then into another , and finding good- 
hnmour far more pleasant than bad, tried to make Mr. Coffin 
laugh, and onlymadehimbow, and to niake Mr. Fortescue 
laugh , and only made him frown ; and imabashed neverthe- 
less , began playing his light artillery upon the waiters , tili 
he drove them out of the room bursting with laughter. 

So far so good. And when the cloth was drawn, and sack 
and sngar became the order of the day, and ''Queen and 
Bible*' had been duly drunk with all the honours, Frank 
tried afreshmove, and — 

" I have a toast, gentlemen — here it is. * The gentlemen 
of the Irish wars; and may Ireland never be without a St. 
Leger to stand by a Fortescue, a Fortescue to stand by a St. 
Leger, and a Chichester to stand by both.' *' 

Which toast of course involved the drinking the healths 
of the three representatives of those families , and their re- 
toming thanks, and paying a compliment each to the other's 
house: and so the ice cracked a little further; and young 
Fortescue proposed the health of ''Amyas Xicigh, and all 
bold mariners;'* to which Amyas replied by a few blunt 
kiadly words, "that he wished to know no better fortune 
than to sail round the world again with the present Company 



200 HOW THE NOBLE BBOTHERHOOD 

as fellow adventorers, and so give the Spaniards another 
taste of the men of Devon." 

And by this time, the wine going down sweetly, caused 
the lips of them that were asleep to speak ; tili the ice broke 
np altogether, and eveiy man began talkinglike a rational 
Englishman to the man who sat next him. 

'^And now, gentlemen/' said Frank, who saw that it was 
the fit moment for the grand assault which he had planned 
all along; "let me give you a health which none of you, I 
dare say , will refuse to drink with heart and sonl as well as 
with lips ; -r- the health of one whom beauty and virtue have 
so ennobled, that in their light the shadow of lowly birth is 
nnseen; — the health of one whom I would proclaim as peer- 
less in loveliness, were it not that every gentleman here has 
sisters, who might well challenge from her the girdle of 
Venus: and yet what eise dare I say, while those same lovely 
ladies who , if they but use their own mirrors , must needs be 
far better judges of beauty than I can be, have in my own 
hearing again and again assigned the palm to her? Surely, 
if the goddesses decide among themselves the question of 
the golden apple, Paris himself must vacate the judgment- 
seat. Gentlemen, your hearts, I doubt not, have^eady 
bid you, as my unworthy lips do now, to drink *The Kose 
of Torridge.' " 

If the Rose of Torridge herseif had walked into the room, 
she could hardly have caused more blank astonishment than 
Fraukes bold speech. Every guest tumed red, and pale, 
and red again, and looked at the other, asmuch as to say, 
"What right has any one but I to drink her? Lift your 
glass, and I will dash it out of your band : " but Frank, with 
sweet eflfrontery , drank, "The health of the Roie of Tor- 
ridge , an^ a double health to that worthy gentleman, who- 
soever he may be, whom she is fated to honour with her 
love!" 

"Well done, cunning Frank Leigh!" eried blunt Will 
Gary; "none of us dare quarrel with you nowj however 
much we may sulk at eaeh other. For there 's none of us, 
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I'U Warrant, but tbinks that she likes him the best of all; 
and so we are bound to believe that you have dronk our 
healths all round." 

**And so Ihave: and what better thing can you do , gen- 
tlemen, than to drink each other*8 healths aU round like- 
wise; and so show yourselves true gentlemen, trae Chris- 
tians , ay , and true lovers? For what is love (let me speak 
freelytoyou, gentlemen and guests); what is love, but the 
very inspiration of that Deity whose name is Love ? Be sure 
that not without reason did the ancients feign Eros to be the 
eldest of the gods, by whom the jarring elements of chaos 
were attuned into harmony and order. How then shall 
lovers make him the father of strife? Shall Psyche wed 
with Cupid, to bring forth a cockatrice's egg? or the soul 
be filled with love, the likeness of the immortals, to bum 
with enyy and jealousy, division and distrust? True, the 
rose has its thom: but it leaves poison and stings to the 
nettle. Cupid has his arrow: but he hurls no scorpions. 
Venus is awful when despised, as the daughters of Prcetus 
found: but her handmaids are the Grraces, not the Furies. 
Surely he who loves aright will not only find love lovely , but 
become himself lovely also. I speak not to reprehend you, 
gentlemen ; for to you (as your piercing wits have already 
perceived, to judge by your honourable blushes) my dis- 
course tends ; but to point you, if you will but permit me, to 
Üiat rock which I myself have, I know not by what Divine 
goodhap, attained; if, indeed, Ihaveattainedit, and am 
not about to be washed off again by the next tide." 

Frank's rapid and fantastic oratory, utterly unezpected 
as it was, had as yet left their wits no time to set their 
tempers on fire; but when, weak from his wounds, he 
paused for breath, there was a haughty murmur from more 
than one young genüeman, who took his speech as an 
impertinent interference with each man's right to make a 
fool of himself; and Mr. Coffin, who had sat quietly holt 
upright, and looking at the opposite wall, now rose as 
qmetiy, and with a face which tried to look utterly uncon- 
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cemed, was Walking out ofthe room: anotherminute, and 
Lady Bath's prophecy abont the feast of the LapithsB might 
• have come true. 

Bat Fraukes heart and head never failed him. 

**Mr. Coffin!" said he, in a tone which compelled that 
genüeman to tum round, and so brought bim under the 
power of a face whicb none could have beheld for five 
minntes and bome malice, so implorlng, tender, eamest 
was it ''M7 dear Mr. Coffin! If my eamestness has made 
me forget even for a moment the bounds of courtesy , let me 
entreat you to forgive me. Do not add to my heavy griefs, 
heayyenongh abready, the grief of losing a Mend. Only 
hear me patienüy to the end(generously, I know, you will 
hear me); and then, if you are still ineensed, I can but 
again entreat your forgiveness a second time." 

. Mr. Goffin, to teil the truth, had at that time never been 
to Court; and he was, therefore, somewhat jealous of 
Frank, and bis Court talk, and bis Court clothes, and bis 
Court Company; and moreoYer, being the eldest of the 
guests, and only two years younger than Frank himself, he 
was a litüe neUled at being classed in the same category 
with some who were scarce eighteen. And if Frank had 
giyen the least hint which seemed to assume bis own supe- 
riority, all had been lost: but when, instead thereof, he 
sued m forma pauperisy and threw himself upon Coffin's 
mercy, the latter, who was a true-hearted man enough , and 
after all had known Frank ever since either of them could 
walk, had nothing to do but to sit down again and submit, 
while fVank went on more eamesüy than ever. 

<* Believe me ; believe me , Mr. Coffin , and gentlemen all, 
I no more arrogate to myself a superiority over you, than 
does the sailor hurled on shore by the surge fancy himself 
better than bis comrade who is still battling with the foam. 
For I too , gentlemen, — let nie confess it , that by confiding 
in you I may, perhaps, win you to confide in me, — have 
loved, ay and do love, where you love also. Do not start 
Is it a matter of wonder that the sun which has dazzled you 
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has dazzled me ; tiiat the loadstone Trhich has drawn you has 

drawnme? Do not frown, eitber, gentlemen. Ihavelearnt 

to love you for loving what I love , and to admire you for 

admiring that which I admire. Will you not try the same 

lesson; so easy, and, Trhen leamt, so blissfol? What 

breeds more dose communion between subjects, than 

allegiance to the same Queen? between brothers, than duty 

to the same father? between the devout, than adoration for 

Üie same Deity ? And shall not worship ^r the same beauty 

be likewise a bond of love between the worshippers? and 

each lover see in his rival not an enemy, but a fellow- 

sufPerer? You smile, and say in your hearts, that though 

all may worship, but one can enjoy; and that one man's 

meat must be the poison of the rest. Be it so, though I deny 

it. Shall we anticipate our own doom, and slay ourselves 

for fear of dying? Shall we make ourselves unworthy of 

her from our very eagemess to win her, and show ourselves 

her foithful knights , by cherishing envy, — most unknightly 

of all sins ? Shall we dream with the Italian or the Spaniard 

Üiat we can become more amiable in a lady's eyes, by 

becoming hatefiil in the eyes of God and of each other ? Will 

she love us the better, if we come to her with hands stained 

in the blood of him whom she loves better than us? Let us 

recollect ourselves rather, gentlemen ; and be sure that our 

only Chance of winning her, if she be worth winning, is to 

will what she wills, honour whom she honours, love whom 

she loves. If there is to be rivalry among us , let it be a 

riv^üry in nobleness, an emulation in virtue. Let each try 

to outstrip the other in loyalty to his Queen, in valour 

against her foes, in deeds of courtesy and mercy to the 

läieted and opprest; and thus our love will indeed prove its 

own divine origin , by raising us nearer to those gods whose 

gift it is. But yet I show you a more excellent way, and that 

is charity. Why should we not make this common love to 

her, whom I am unworthy to name, the saorament of a 

common love to each other? Why should we not follow the 

heroieal examples of those ancient knights, who haying but 
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onegrief, onedesire, onegoddess, held that one heaxt was 
enough to contain that griefj to nourish that desire, to 
worship' that divinity; and so uniting themselyes in Mend- 
ship tili they became but one sonl in two bodies , lived only 
for each oÜier in living only for her, vowing, as faithfdl 
worshippers, to abide by her decision, to find their own 
bliss in hers , and whomsoever she esteemed most worthy of 
her love, to esteem most worthy also, and count them- 
selves, by that her choice, the bounden servants of him 
whom their mistress had condescended to advance to the 
dignity of her master? — as I (not without hope that I shall 
be outdone in generous strife) do here promise to be the 
faithfnl friend, and, to my ability, the hearty servant, of 
him who shall be honoured with the love of the Rose of 
Torridge." 

JBEe ceased, and there was a pause. 

At last yonng Fortescue spoke. 

"I may be paying you a leffc-handed compliment, Sir: bat 
it seems to me that you are so likely , in that case , to become 
your own faithfiil Mend and hearty servant (even if you 
have not bome off the bell already while we have been 
asleep), that the bargain is hardly fair between such a gay 
Italianist and us country swains." 

"You undervalue yourself and your country, my dear 
Sir. But set your mind at rest 1 know no more of that 
lady's mind than you do : nor shall I know. For the sake 
of my own peace , I have made a yow neither to see her, nor 
to hear, if possible, tidings of her, tiH three fall years are 
past Dixi!" 

Mr. Coffin rose. 

"GenÜemen, I may submit to be outdone by Mr. Leigh 
in eloquence, but not in generosity ; if he leaves these parts 
for three years , I do so also." 

"Andgoincharity withallmankind," saidCary. "Give 
US your band, old fellow. If you are a Coffin, you were ' 
(^awn out of no wishy-washy elm-board, but right heart-of- 
oak. I am going, too, as Amyas here can teil, to Lrdand 
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awaj, to cool my hot liver in a bog, like a Jack-hare in 
March. Come, give us thy neif , and let us part in peace. I 
was minded to have fought theo this day — " 

''Ishonldhavebeenmosthappy, Sir," saidCoffin. 

— ^But now I am all love and eharity to mankind. Can 
I have the pleasnre of begging pardon of the world in 
general , and thee m particular ? Does any one wish to pull 
my nose ; send me an errand ; make me lend him five pounds ; 
ay , make me buy a horse of him, which will be as good as 
giying him ten? Come aiong! Join hands all round, and 
Bwear etmnal friendship, as brothers of the sacred order of 
the — of what? Frank Leigh? Open thy mouth, Daniel, 
and Christen US !'' 

'*The Rose!" said Frank, quietly, seeing that his new 
love-philtre was working well, and determined to strike 
while the iron was hot, and carry the matter too far to carry 
it back again. 

"The Rose!" criedCary, catching hold ofCoffin's band 
with his righi, and Fortescue's with bis left. "Come, Mr. 
Coffin! Bend, sturdy oak! *Woe to the stiff-necked and 
stout-hearted,' says Scripture." 

And somehow or other, whether it was i^rank's chival- 
rous speech, or Cary's fun, or Amyas's good wine, or the 
nobleness which lies in every young lad's heart, if their 
eiders will take the trouble to caUit out, the whole party came 
intotermb one by one, shook hands all round, andvowed 
on the hilt of Amyas's sword, to make fools of themselves no 
' more, atleastby jealousy: but to stand by each other and 
by their lady-love , and neither grudge nor grumble , let her 
dance with, flirth with, or marry with, whom she would; 
and in order that the honour of their peerless dame , and the 
brotherhood which was named after her, might be spread 
through all lands, and equal that of Angelica or Isonde of 
Brittany, they would each go home, and ask their father's 
leave (easy enough to obtain in those brave times) to go 
abroad wheresoever there were "good wars," to emulate 
tiiere the courage and the courtesy of Walter Manny and 
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Gonzalo Fernandos, Bayard and Gaston de Foix. Whj 
not? Sidney was the hero of Eorope at fiye-and-twenty; and 
whynotthey? 

And Frauik watched and listened with one of his qoiet 
smiles, (his eyes, as some folks' do, smiled eren wh^ Ms 
lips were still,) and only said: ''Gentlemen, be snre that 
you will never repent this day." 

^^Repent?" said Gary. <'I feel already as angeHeal as 
thon lookest, Saint Silvertongae. What was it that sneezed? 
— thecat?" 

'' The lion, rather, by the roar of it," said Amyas, making 
a dash at the arras behind him. " Why , here b a doorway 
here! and — " 

And mshing nnder the arras, through an open door 
behind, he retomed, dragging out by the head Mr^ John 
Brimblecombe. 

Who was Mr. John Brimblecombe? 

If you have forgotten him, you have done pretty nearly 
what every one eise in the room had done. But you recoUeet 
a certain fat lad, son of the schoolmaster, whom Sir Riebard 
punished for tale-beanng tbree years before, by sending 
him, not to Coventry, but to Oxford. That was the man. 
He was now one-and>twenty, and a bachelor of Oxford, 
where he had leamt such things as were taught in those 
days, with more or less success; and he was now hanging 
about Bideford once more, intending to retum after Christ- 
mas and read divinity , that he might become a parson , and 
a shepherd of souls in his native land. 

Jack was in person exceedingly like a pig: but not like 
every pig: not in the least like the Devon pigs of those 
days, which, I am sorry to say , were no more shapely than 
the true Irish greyhound who pays Pat's "rint" for him; or 
than the lanky monsters who wallow in G^rman rivnletB, 
while the village swine-herd, beneath a shady lime, forgets 
his fleas in the melody of a Jew's-harp, — stränge mud- 
coloured creatures, four feet high and four inches tiiidk, 
which loök as if they had passed their lires, at a ooUsr of 
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Oxford brawn is Said to do, between two tight boards. Such 
were then the pigs of Devon: not to be compared with the 
trae wild descendantofNoah's stock, high-withered, furry, 
grizzled, game-flavoured little rooklers, whereof many a 
soonder still gmnted about Swinley down and Braunton 
woods, Clovelly glens and Bursdon moor. Not like these, 
nor like the tarne abomination of those barbarous times, 
was Jack: but prophetic in face, figure and complexion, of 
Fisher Hobbs and the triumphs of science. A Fisher Hobbs' 
pig of twelve stone, on his hind-legs — that was what he 
was, and nothing eise; and if you do not know, reader, 
what a Fisher Hobbs is , you know nothing about pigs , and 
deserve no bacon for breakfast But such was Jack. The 
same plump mulberry complexion, gamished with a few 
scattered black bristles; the same sleek skin, looking always 
as if it was upon the point of bursting; the same littie 
toddling legs; the same dapper bend in the small of the 
back; Üie same cracked squeak; the same low upright fore- 
head, andtinyeyes; the same round seif- satisfiedjowl; the 
same charming sensitive little cocked nose, always on the 
look-out for a savoury smell, — and yet, while watching for 
the best, contented with the worst; a pig of self-helpfal and 
serene spirit, as Jack was, and theref ore , likehim, fatting 
fast while other pigs' ribs are starlng through their skins. 

Such was Jack ; and lucky it was for him that such he 
was; for it was little that he got to fat him at Oxford, in days 
when a servitor meant really a servant-student; and wist- 
fally that day did his eyes, led by his nose, survey at the 
end of the Ship Inn passage, the preparations for Amyas's 
ßupper. Theinnkeeperwasafriendof his; for, inthefirst 
place, they had lived within three doors of each other all 
their lives; and next, Jack was quite pleasant Company 
enough, beside being a leamed man and an Oxford scholar, 
to be asked in now and then to the innkeeper*s private par- 
loar, when there were no gentlemen there, to crack his little 
joke and teil his little story, sip the leavings of the guests' 
sack, and sometimes help the host to eat the leavings of 
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their snpper. And it was, perhaps, with some such hope 
that Jack trotted off round the comer to the Ship that yery 
aftemoon; for that faithful little nose of his, as it sniffed out 
of a hack window of the school, had given him waming of 
Sahean gales, and scentsofParadise, from the mn kitchen 
helow; so he went round, and asked for his pot of small ale 
(his only luxury), and stood at the har to drink it; and 
looked inward with his little twinkling right eye, and sniffed 
inward with his little curling right nostril, and beheld, in the 
kitchen beyond, salad in Stacks and faggots; salad of 
lettuce, salad of cress and endive, salad of boiled coleworts, 
salad of pickled coleworts, salad of angelica, salad of 
scurvy-wort, and seven salads more; for potatoes were not 
as yet, and salads were during eight monihs of the year the 
only vegetahle. And on the dresser, and before the fire, 
whole hecatombs of fragant victims, which needed neither 
frankincense nor myrrh; Clovelly herrings and Torridge 
salmon, Exmoor mutton and Stow venison, stubble geese' 
and woodcocks, curlew and snipe, hams of Hampshire, 
chitterlings of Taunton, and botargos of Cadiz, such as 
Pantagruel himself might have devoured. And Jack eyed 
them, as a ragged boy eyes the cakes in a pastrycook's win- 
dow; and thought of the scraps from the commoners* dinner, 
which were his wages for cleaning out the hall; and medi- 
tated deeply on the unequal dlstribution of hmnan bliss. 

"Ah, Mr. Brimblecombe ! " said the host, bustling out 
with knife and apron to cool himself in the passage. ^^Here 
are doings ! Nine gentlemen to supper! " 

" Nine ! Are they going to eat all that? " 

"Well, I can't say — that Mr. Amyas is as good as three 
to his trencher: but still there 's crumbs, Mr. Brimblecombe, 
crumbs; andWastenötwantnotismy doctnne; soyouand 
I may have a somewhat to stay our stomachs, about an /eight 
o'clock." 

"Eight?" said Jack, looking wistfully at the clock. 
"It's but four now. Well, it*s kind of you, and perhaps 
I'lllookin." 
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^^ Just yon Step in now, iind look to this venison. There 's 
a breast! 70a maj lay yooi two fingers into the say there, 
and not get to the bottom of the fat That 's Sir Bichard's 
sending. He 's all for them Leighs, and no wonder, they 'm 
brave lads, surely; and there 's a saddle-o'-muttoni I rode 
twenty miles for mun yesterday, I did, over beyondBam- 
staple ; and five year old, Mr. John, it is , if ever five years 
was; and not a tooth to mun's head, for I looked to that; 
and smelt all the way home like any apple ; and if it don't ate 
so soft as ever was scald cream, never you call me Thomas 
Bnrman." 

"Humph!" Said Jack. " And that 's their dinner. Well, 
some are bom with a silver spoon in their mouth." 

"Some be bom with roast beef in their mouths, and 
plmn-pudding in their pocket to take away the taste 0' mun; 
and that 's better than empty spunes, eh?" 

"For them that get it," said Jack. "But for them that 
don't — " And with a sigh he retumed to bis small ale, and 
then lingered in and out of the inn, watching the dinner 
as it went into the best room where the guests were as- 
sembled. 

And as he lounged there, Amyas went in, andsawhim, 
and held out bis band, and said, — 

" Hillo, Jack ! how goes the world? How you 've grown ! " 
and passed on; — what had Jack Brimblecombe to do with 
EoseSalteme? 

Sorfack lingered on, hovering around the fragrant smell 
like 8>^py round a honey-pot, tili he found himself invisibly 
attrai. %d, and as it were led by the nose, out of the passage 
into>I^ ^ adjoining room, and to that side of the room where 
ther«|i^s a door ; and once there he could not help hearing 
what ^^Bed inside ; tili Rose Salteme's name feil on bis ear. 
So, as it was ordained, he was taken in the fact. And now 
behold bim broughtin red-band to judgment, not without a 
kick or two irom the wrathful foot of Amyas Leigh. Whereat 
there feil on bim a storm of abuse, which, for tihe honour of 
that gallant Company, I shall not give in detail; but which 
WesiwardHo! 1. 14 
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abdse, Strange to saj, seemed ta haveno effe€;W>ii thftl|| 
penitent and unabashed Jack, who, m soon i he^^^^ 
get hin breath, made answer fiercelj;, 4inid muchi iuffii)|j|||, 
blowing. " u '^}iU 

<'What business have I here? As much as any (M^0 
If you had asked me in, I would have come: but if 
didn% I came without asking." jf 

" You shameless rascal ! " said Gary. " Come if yof*i ^ 
asked, wbere there was good wine? I'll Warrant y igfi 
thatl" '^ 

" Why ," said Amyas, " no lar! ever had a cake at schot*' 
but he would dog him up one street and down another t 
day for the crumbs, thetrencher-scrapingspaniel!" 

"Patience, masters!" said Frank. "That JacKf*f 
somewhat of a gnathonic and parasitic soul, or stoma^F^ 
Bideford apple-women know: but I suspect more thai • ''^ 
Venter has brought him hither." '' 

"Dens eaves-dropping then. We shall have the in* 
story over the town by to-morrow," said another; h^^'4.o 
at that thought to feel somewhat ashamed of bis i&V 
thusiasm. 

"Ah, Mr. Frank! You were always the only meß 
would stand up forme! Dens Venter, quotha? 'Tv • f 
Cupid, itwas!" ^ 

A roar of laughter f ollowed this announcemenl , . 

*>What?" asked Frank; "was it Cupid, tii ^ 4 
sneezed approval to our love, Jack, as he^did 
Didoand^neas?'' 

But Jack went on desperately. 

" l was in the next rooir drinking of my beer, 
help . V'^t, could 1? And tbeü I heard her nac, ^ it 
couldi^ ^\p Hstening then. I lesh and blood coui p. 

"Norrti..4/Aer!" 

" No, nor fat, Mr. Cary. Do you suppose fat men h 
souls to be saved, as well as>thin ones, and hearts to bi ^ 
too, as well asstomachs? Fat! Fat can feel, Ireckont# 
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casesni^' '* you 8Tq)po8e there's noaghi iasKle here 

«^^ jki.M '^d, as Draytoamight have said, on 

/^***ü:)h' '■' work, ravelin, or demilune, which 

But judgrng 3^ f^,,,^ tbe citadel of his purple iüe of 
was Latin for. 

tiiearrasagain, *^,,. eese, Isuppo^e?" 
bemg darkened, /; 

theneophyt^^^ ";V ;' 

"John^"! . . lt. "Yes, Love! — Ay, you laugh; 

tone , " y^n h ' - so grgvn ^P ^th fat but what I can see 
of Oxfor' '• • as ''0^." . 

the soul V . ^ Ja(;k, dost thou heap sin on sin, and 

daringr >ny'?" 

^^ by ^ L sin , . you sin ; I teil you , and I don't care who 

fetter« f Ve loved her these three years as well as e*er a 

*fte^ a, I have. I Ve thought o' nothing eise, prayed 

^ Ja ^.4g eise, God forgive me! And then you laugh at 

^% ecause I 'm a poor parson's son, and you fine gentle- 

^^ ' Gjod made us both, I reckon. You? — you make a 

üf givingherupto-day. Why, it *s what I Ve done for 

H miserable years as.ever poor sinner spent; ay, firom 

.st^y I Said tp myself, 'Jack, if you can't have that 

i ,*^6u *11 have none; imd that you can*t have, for it 's 

a' t f »r your masters: so conquer or die.' Andl couldn't 

jer. I can't help loving her, worshipping her, no more 

ii jfffl^ arid'I will die: but you needn't laugh mean- 

ile^f^e thät have done* as much as you, and will db 

jain. ' 

"I? s the old tale," said Frank to himself; "whom will 

(SWÄ-ansformintoahero?" ?«» 

.. Jfidf90 it was. ' Jack's Iqubaking voice was fj^ jmd 

alii*,'itt pig's eyes flashe^very fire, his ge«^* were 

free and eamest, that the ungainliness o " ^^ ugure was 

^^ilfen; and when he finished witha'viölent burst of 

tv; l^rank, forgetflng hiä Vounds , sprang up and caught 

fi iby'diehand. 

14* 
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" John Brimblecombe , f orgive me ! Gentlet^ fi*^ H 
are gentlemen, we onght to ask bis pardon. ^s/^^ 
shown abready more chivalry, more self-denia? ™^Ji«e- 
fore more true love, than any of us? My frier ^-'i^^ 
fierceness of affection, wbich we have trööd t^ ^^7 ^tiüt^ 
many a sin of our own, excuse bis listenin^** ^^^ • f00k 
tion in wbich be well deserred to bear a j^^i^ ! ji, 

"Ab," said Jack, "you make me one^l^e if yöl^ lA* 
hood; and see if I do not dare to suffer as m^t y» t^i 
you ! Yon langb ? Do you faney none can use a^, '"^ 

he bas a baker's dozen of quarterings in bis ar Xscho^ 
Oxford scbolars know only bow to bandle a pen?*' ver a. 

. "Let US try bis metal," said St. Leger. "H, 
Bword, Jack; draw, Coffin! and have at bim." Nk's W 

"Nonsense!" said Coffin, looking somewhat dic^st^. 
at the notion of fighting a man of Jack's rank: b\^.rtMi 
caught at the weapon offered to bim. 

"Givemeabuckler, and have at any of you!" 

"Here'sacbairbottom," criedCary; and Jack, ser;^ 
it in bis left, flourished bis sword so fiercely , and calleiü 
loudly to Coffin to come on, that all present found it nee» 
sary, unless they wished blood to be spilt, to tum the 
matter off with a laugb : but Jack would not bear of it. 

"Nay: if you will let me be of your brotberbood, well 
and good; but if not, one or other I will fight; and that 's 
flat." 

"You see, gentlemen," said Amyas, "we must admit 
him, or die the death; so we needs must go when Sir Urian 
drives. Come up, Jack, and take the oaths. You admit 
him, gentlemen?" 

"Let me but be your cbaplain," said Jack, "and pray 
for your luck when you 're at the wars. If I do stay at home 
in a country curacy , *t is not mucb that you need be jealoas 
of me with her, I reckon," said Jack, with a pathetical 
glance at bis own stomacb. 

"Sia!" said Cary: "but if he be admitted, it must be 
done according to äie^solemn forms and ceremonies in such ' 
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cases provided. Takelüminto thenextroom, Amyas, and 
prepare him for his Initiation." 

"What's that?" asked Amyas, puzzled bj the word. 
But jadging from the comer of WilFs eye, that initiation 
was Latin for a practical joke , he led forth his victim behind 
ihe arras again , and waited five minutes while the room was 
being daj^ened, tili Frank's voice called to him to bring in 
the neophyte. 

"John Brimblecombe," said Franklin a .sepulchral 
tone, ^'you cannot be ignorant, as a scholar and bachelor 
of Oxford , ofthat dread sacrament by which Catiline bonnd 
the soul of his fellow-conspirators , in order that both by the 
daring of the deed he might have proof of their sincerity, 
and by the horror thereof astringe their souls by adamantine 
fetters , and Novem-Stygian oaths, to that wherefrom here- 
after the weakness of Äe flesh might shrink. Wherefore, 
Jack ! we too have determined foUowing that ancient and 
dassical example, to fill, as he did, a bowl with the life- 
blood of onr most heroic selyes , and to pledge eaeh other 
therein, with vows whereat the stars shall tremble in their 
spheres, andLuna, blushing, yeü her silver cheeks. Your 
Wood alone is wanted to fill up the goblet. Sit down , John 
Brimblecombe , and bare your arm ! " 

"But, Mr. Frank! — ^* said Jack, who was as supersti- 
tious as any old wife, and, what with the darkness and the 
discourse, already in a cold Perspiration. 

"Butmenobuts! or depärtasrecreant, notbythedoor 
Hkeaman, but up the chimney like a flitter-mouse." 

"But, Mr. Frank!" 

"Thy vital Juice, or the chimney! Choose!" roared 
Gary in his ear. 

"Well, ifimust:" said Jack; " but it 's desperate hard 
that because you can't keep faith without these barbarous 
oaths, I must take them too , that have kept faith these three 
years without any." 

At this pathetic appeal, Frank nearly melted : but Amyas 
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and Gary had thrast the yictim into a cbair , and all was pre- 
pared for the sacrifice. 

''Bind bis eyes, according to the classic fashion," said 
Will. 

"Oh no, dear Mr. Gary; 1*11 shut them tight enough, 
I Warrant: but not with your dagger, dear Mr. William 
— sure , not with your dagger? I can*t afiPord to lose blood, 
thougb I do look lusty — I can't indeed; sure, a pin would 
do — I Ve got one here , to my sleeve , somewbere — Oh ! " 

" See the fountofgenerous Juice! Flowon, fairstream! 
How he bleeds! — pints, quarts! Ab, tbis proves bim to 
beineamest!" 

" A true lover's blood is always at bis fingers' ends." 

"He does not grudge it; of course not. Eh, Jack? 
Wbat matters an odd gallon for hör sake?" 

"For her sake? Notbing, notbing! Take my life, if 
youwill: but — Oh, gentlemen, asurgeon, ifyouloveme! 
I 'm going off — I 'm fainting! " 

"Drink, then, quick; drink and swear! Fat bis back, 
Gary. Gourage, man! it will be over in a minute. Now, 
Frank!—" 

And Frank spoke — 

"If plightedtroth I fall, or secret apeech reveal, 
May Cocytean ghogts aronnd my pillow squeal; 
While Ate^s brazen claws distringe my spieen in aander, 
And drag me deep to Plato*8 keep, *mid brimstone, amoke, and thander!** 

"Placetne, domine?" 

"Placet!" squeaked Jack, wbo thought himself at the 
last gasp , and gulped down füll three-quarters of the goblet 
which Gary beld to bis Ups, 

"ügb — Ab — Pub! Mercy on us! It tastes mighty 
like wine!" 

"Aproof, my virtuous brotber," said Frank, "first, of 
thy abstemiousness, which has thus forgotten wbat wine 
tastes like; and next, of thy pure and heroical affection, 
by which thy camal senses being exalted to a higher and 
supra-lunar sphere, like tbose Platonical dsemonizomenoi 
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and enthnsiazornenoi , (of whom Jamblichus says that tbey 
were insensible to wounds and flame , and mach more, there- 
fore, to evil savours,) doth make even the most nanseons 
drangbt redolent of that celestial fragrance, which pro- 
ceeding, Jack ! from thine own inward virtue, assimilates 
by sympathy even ontward accidents nnto its own harmony 
and melody; for fragrance is, as ha»been said well, the 
song of flowers, and sweetness, the music of apples — 
Ahem! Goinpeace, thou hast conquered ! " 

"Put him out of the door, Will," said Amyas, "or he 
iRdll swoon on our hands." 

" Give him some sack," said Frank. 

"Notablesseddrop ofyours, Sir," said Jack. "Ilike 
good wine as well as any man on earth, and see as little of 
it: but not a drop of yours, Sirs, after your frumps and 
flouts about hanging -on and trencher-scraping. When I 
first began to love her, I bid good-bye to all dirty tricks; 
for I had some one then for whom to keep myself clean." 

And so Jack was sent home, with a pint of good red 
Alicant wine in him (more , poor fellow, than he had tasted 
at once in his life before) ; while the rest, in high glee with 
themselves and the rest of the world, relighted the candles, 
had a right merry evening, and parted Uke good friends and 
sensible gentlemen of Devon, Üiinking (all except Frank), 
Jack Brimblecombe and his vow the merriest jest they had 
beard for many a day. After which they all departed: 
Amyas and Gary to Winter*s squadron; Frank (as soon as 
he could travel) to the Court again; and with. him young 
Basset, whose father Sir Arthur, being in London, pro- 
cured for him a page's place in Leicester*s household. For- 
tescue and Chichester went to theirbrothers in Dublin; St 
Leger to his uncle the Marshai of Munster; Coffin joined 
Champemoun and Norris in the Netherlands; and so the 
Brotherhood of the Rose was scattered far and wide, säod 
Mistress Salteme was left alone with her looking-glass« 
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CHAPTER IX. 

HOW AMYAS KEPT HIS CHRISTMAS DAT. 

** Take aim, yoa noble mosqaeteers, 
And eboot yon round aboat; 
Stand to it, valiant pikemen. 
And vre shall keep them oat. 
• There *8 not a man of all of ne 

A foot will backward flee ; 
I *11 be the foremost man in fight, 
Says brave Lord Willoughby ! ** 

Elitabethan Bailad. 

It was the blessed Christmaö aftemoon. The light was 
fading down; the even-song was done; and the goodfolks 
of Bidefbrd were trooping home in merry groupji , the father 
with his children, the lover with his sweethe^rt, to cakes 
andale, andflap-dragonsandmummer'splays, and all the 
happy Sports of Christmas night. One lady only, wrapped 
close in her black muffler and foUowed by her maid, walked 
«wiftly, yet sadly, toward the long causeway and bridge 
which led to Northam town. Sir Richard Grenvile, and bis 
wife , caught her up and stopped her courteously. 

"Yon will come home with ns, Mrs. Leigh," saidLady 
Grenrile , "and spend a pleasant Christmas night? " 

Mrs. Leigh smiled sweetly, and laying one hand on Lady 
Grenvile's arm, pointed with the other to the westward , and 
sdd — 

'^I cannot well spend a merry Christmas night, while liiat 
sottnd is in my ears." 

The whole party around looked in the direction in which 
she pointed. Above their heads the soft blue sky was fading 
into gray, and here and th^re a misty star peeped out: but 
to the westward, where the downs and woods of Ralegh 
closed in with those of Abbotsham, the blue was webbed 
and tofted with delicate white flakes; iridescent spots, mark* 
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lüg tilie patili by which the sim had sank, showed all the 
colours of the djing dolphin; and low on the horizon lay a 
long band of grassy green. Bnt what was the sonnd which 
tronbled Mrs. Leigh? None of them, with theur merry 
hearts , and ears dolled with the din and bastle of the town, 
had heardit tili thatmoment: andyetnow — listen! Itwas 
dead calm. There was not a breal^ to stir a blade of grass. 
And yet the air was füll of sound, a low deep roar which 
hoTeredoyer down and wood, salt-marsh and river, likethe 
roll of a thonsand wheels, the tramp of endless armies, or — 
what it was — the thunder of a mighty snrge upon the boul« 
ders of the pebble ridge. 

*' The ridge is noisy to-night," said Sir Bichard. '^ There 
has been wind somewhere." 

"There is wind now, where my boy is, God help himP 
said Mrs. Leigh; and all knew that she spoke truly. The 
spirit of the Atlantic storm had sent forward the token of bis 
Coming, in^he smooth groundswell which was heard inland, 
two miles away. To-morrow the pebbles, which were now 
rattling down with each retreating wave, might be Leaping 
to the ridge top , and hurled like ronnd-shot far ashore upon 
the marsh by Üxe force of the advancing wäre, fleeing before 
the wrath of the western harricane. 

" God help my boy ! " said Mrs. Leigh again. 

"God is as near him by sea as by land," said good Sir 
Richard. 

"True : butlam a lone mother; and one that hasno heart 
just now bot to go home and pray.'* 

And 80 Mrs. Leigh went onward up the lane, and spent 
all that night in listening between her prayers to the thunder 
ofthesurge, tili it was drowned, long ere the sun arose , in 
the thunder of Üie storm. 

And where is Amyas on this same Christmas aftemoon? 

Amyas is sitting bare-headed in a boafs jtem in Smer- 
wick bay, with the spray whistling throu^ his curls, as he 
shouts dieerfuUy, — 

"Pull, and mik a will, my merry men all, and never 
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mind shipping a sea. Cannoii balls are a cargo that don't 
spoil by tiJung salt water." 

His mother*s presage has been trae enongh. Christmas* 
eye has been the last of the still, dark, steaming nights of 
the early winter; and the westem gale has been roaring for 
the last twelve honrs upon the Irish coast 

The Short light of the winter daj is fading fast Behind 
him is a leaping line of billows lashed into mist by the 
tempest. Beside him green foam-fringed columns are rash- 
ing up the black rocks, and falling agsun in a thousand 
Cataracta of snow. Before him is Üie deep and sheltered 
bay: bnt it is not far üp the bay that he and Mb can see ; for 
some four miles out at sea begins a sloping roof of thick 
gray cloud, which Stretches over their heads, and up and 
far away Inland, cutting the cliffs offatmid-height, hiding 
all the Kerry mountains, and darkening the hoUows of the 
distant firths into the blackness of night And undemeath 
that awful roof of whirling mist the storm is howling Inland 
eyer, sweeping before it the great foam-sponges , and the 
gray salt spray, tili all the land is hazy, dim, and dun. Let 
it howl on I for there is more mist than eyer salt spray made, 
€ying before that gale; more thunder than eyer sea-surge 
wakened echoing among the cli£Fs of Smerwick bay; along 
those sand-hills flash in the eyening gloom red sparks which 
neyer came from heayen; for that fort, now christened by 
the inyaders the Fort Del Oro, where flaunts the hated 
golden flag of Spain , holds San Josephe and eight hundred 
of the foe ; and but three nights ago , Amyas and Yeo , and 
the rest of Winter's shrewdest hands, slung four culyerins 
out of the Admiral's main deck, and floated them ashore, 
imd dragged them'up to the battery among the sand-hills; 
and now it shall be seen whether Spanish and Italian con- 
dottieri can hold their own on British ground against the 
menofDeyon. 

Small blame to Amyas if he was thinking, not of bis 
lonely mother at Burrough Court, but ofthose quick bright 
flashes on sand-hill and on fort, where Salvation Yeo was 
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hnrling the eighteen-ponnd shot with deadly aim, and 
watcbingy with a cool and bitter smile of triumph, the flying 
of the Band, and the crashing of the gabions. Amyas and 
bis party had been on board , at the risk of their lives , for a 
fresh supply of shot; for Winter's battery was out of ball, 
and had been firing stones for the last four honrs , in .defaalt 
of better missiles. They ran the boat on shore through the 
surf, where a cove in the shore made landing possible, and 
ahnest careless whether she stove or not, scrambled over 
the sand-hills with each man bis brace of shot slong across 
his Shoulder; and Amyas, leapinginto thetrenches, shouted 
cheerfdlly to Salvation Yeo. 

"More food for the bull-dogs, Gunner, and plums for 
the Spaniards' Christmas pudding ! " 

<<Don*t speak to a man at his business, Master Amyas. 
Five mörtal times have I missed; but I will have that alc* 
cursedPopish rag down, asi 'masinner." 

"Down with it then; nobody wants you to shoot crooked. 
Take good iron to it, and not footy paving- stones." 

"Ibelieve, Sir, that the foul fiendisthere, a-tuming of 
my shotaside, Ido. I thought I saw him once : but, thank 
heaven , here 's ball again. Ah , Sir, if one could but cast a 
sUverone! Now, stand by, men!" 

And once again Yeo's eighteen-pounder roared, and 
away. And, oh glory ! the great yellow flag of Spain, which 
streamedinthegale, lifted clean into the air, flag-staffand 
all, and then pitched wüdly down head-foremost, far to 
leeward. 

A hurrah from the sailors, answered by the soldiers of 
the opposite camp,^ shook the very cloud above them: but 
ere its echoes had died away, a tall öfficer leapt upon the 
parapet of the fort, with the fallen flag in his band, and 
rearingit as well as he could upon his lance point, held it 
firmly against the gale , while the fallen flag-staff was raised 
again within. 

In a moment a dozen long-bows were beut at the daring 
foeman: but Amyas behind shouted, — 
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^< Shame, lads ! Stop, and let the gallant genüeman iiave 
duecourtesyl" 

So they stopped, while Amyas, springing on the rampart 
of the battery, took off his hat, and bowed to the flag-holder, 
Tdio, as soon as relieved of Mb Charge, retumed the bow 
eourteously, and descended. 

It was by this time all but dark, and the firing began to 
slacken on all sides; Salvation and his brojher ganners, 
having covered up their slaughtering tackle witn tarpaulins, 
retired for the night, leaving Amyas, who had volunteered 
to take the watch tili midnight; and the rest of the force 
having got their scanty supper of biscuit, (for proYisions 
were running very short,) lay down under arms among the 
sand-hills, and grumbled themselves to sleep. 

He had paced up and down in the gusty darkness for 
BÖme hour or more, exchanging a passing word now and 
then with the sentinel, when two men entered the battery, 
chatting busily together. One was in complete armour ; the 
other wrapt in the piain short cloak of a man of pens and 
peace: but the talk of both was neither of sieges nor of 
sailies, catapult, bombard, nor culverin, but simply of 
jBnglish hexameters. 

And fancy not, gentle reader, that the two were therein 
fiddling while Bome was buming; for the commonweal of 
poetry and letters , in that same critical year 1580, was in far 
greater danger from those same hexameters, thanthe com- 
mon woe of Ireland (as Raleigh called it) was from the 
Spaniards. 

Imitating the classic metres, ^'yersifying^" as it was 
called in contradistinction to rhyming, was becoming fast 
the fashion among the more leamed. Stonyhurst and others 
had tried their hands at hexameter translations from the 
Latin and Greek epics, which seem to haye been doggerei 
3nough; and, ever and anon, some youthfulwit brokeout 
in iambics, sapphics, elegiacs, andwhatnot, to thegreat 
ietriment of the Queen's English and her subjects* ears. 
fi^ I know not whether Mr. William Webbe had yet giren to 
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the World äny fragments of hia precious hints for the "Re- 

formatioii of EngUsh poetry," to the tune of bis own "Tity- 

ms, happilj thou liest tumbling under a beech-tree:" bnt 

the Cambridge Malvolio, Gabriel Hai*vey, had succeeded in 

argtdng Spenser, Djer, Sidney, and probably Sidney's 

sister, and the whole clique of beanz-esprits round them, 

into foUowing bis model of 

*• What might I call thfs tree ? A lanrel ? O bonny laurel I 
Needes to y bowes will I bowe thia knee , and vail my bonetto ; *' 

after snubbing the first book of "that ElTisb Queene," 
which was thenin manuscript, as a base declension from the 
classical to the romantic school. 

And now Spenser (perhaps in mere melancholy wilfiil- 
ness and want of porpose, for he had just beenjilted by a 
fair maid of Kent) was wasting bis mighty genius Upon 
doggerei which he fancied antique; and some piratical 
pubHsher (Bitter Tom Nash swears, and with likeHhoodf 
that Harvey did it himself) had just given to the world, — 
"Three proper wittie and familiär Letters, lately past be- 
tween two University men, touching the Earthquake in 
April last, and our English reformed Versifying," which 
had set all town wits a-buzzing like a swarm of flies , being 
none other than a correspondence. between Spenser and 
Harvey, which was to prove to the world for ever the correct- 
ness and melody of such lines as, 

**For like magnificoest not a beck bat glorioas in show, 
In de«de most firiToloos , not a looke bat Tascanish alwftys.** 

Let them pass — Alma Mater has seen as bad hexameters 
sinoe. But then the matter was serious. There is a story 
(I know not how true), that Spenser was half-bullied into re- 
writing the " Fairy Queen " in hexameters , had not Baleigh, 
a true romantidst, " whose yein for ditty or amorous ode was 
most lofty, insolent, and passionate ," persuaded him to fol- 
low bis better genius. The great dramatists had not yet 
arisen, to form completely that truly English school, of 
which Spenser, unconscious of bis own yast powers, was 
laying the foundation. And, indeed, it was not tili Daniel, 
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twenty years after, in his admirable apology for rhjme, had 
smashed Mr. Campion and his *^ eight several kinds of classi- 
cal numbers," that the matter was finally settled, and the 
Englieh tongue left to go the road on which heaven had 
Started it. So that we may excuse Raleigh's answering some- 
what waspish to some quotation of Spenser's £rom the three 
letters of "Immerito and G. H." 

"Tut, tut, Colin Clont, much leaming has made thee 
mad. A good old fishwives* ballad jingle is worth all your 
sapphicB and trimeters, and *riff-raff thurlery bouncing.* 
Hey? have I you there, old lad? Do you mind tiiat precious 
verse?" 

"But, dearWat,Homeran4Virgil-T-" 

"But, dear Ned, Petrarch and Ovid — " 

"But, Wat, what have we that we do not owe to the 
ancients?" 

"Ancients, quotha? Why, the legend of King Arthur, 
and Chevy-Chase too, of which even your fellow-sinner 
Sidney cannot deny, Üiat every time he hears it even £rom 
a blind fiddler, it stirs his heart like a trumpet-blast. Speak 
well of the bridge that carries you over, man! Did you find 
your Bedcross Knight inVir^, or such a dame as Una in 
old Ovid? No more than you did your Pater and Credo, you 
renegado baptized heathen , you ! " 

"Yet, surely, our younger and more barbarous taste 
must bow before divine antiquity, and imitate afar, — " 

"As dottrels do fowlers. If Homer was blind , lad, why 
dost not poke out thine eye? Ay, this hexameter is of an 
andenthouse, truly, NedSpenser, andsoismanyarogue: 
but he cannot make way on our rough English roads. He 
goes hopping and twitching in our language like a^three- 
legged terrier over a pebble-bank, tumble and up again, 
rattle and crash." 

"Nay, hear, now — 

**See ye the blindfolded pretty god that feathered aroher, 
Of lovers* miaeries which maketh his bloody gameT** * 
* Strange as it may seem, this dlstloh is Spenser^s own; and the other 
bexametex» »re all anthentto« 
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Trae, the accent gapes in places, as I have often con- 
f essed to Haryey, but — " 

"Harvey be hanged for a pedant, and the whole crew 
of versifiers, from Lord Dorset (bat he, poor man, has been 
I>ast hanging some time since) to yourself ! Why delude you 
into playing Procmstes as he does with the Queen's EngUsh, 
racking one word tili its joints be pulled asunder, and 
squeezing the next all a-heap as the Inquisitors do heretics 
in their banca cava? Out upon him and you, and Sidney, 
and the whole kin. You have not made a verse among you, 
and never will, which is not as lame a gosling as Harvey's 
own — 

* Oh thoo weathercooke , that Stands on the top of Allballowa, 
Come thy ways down, if thoo dar'st for thy crown, and take the wall 
oniu.* 

''Hark, now! Hiere is ouryoung giant comforting his 
sonl with a bailad. You will hear rhyme and reason together 
here, now. Hewillnotmiscall 'blind-folded,' 'blind-fold-ed,* 
I Warrant; or make an * of ' and a * which* and a *his* carry a 
whole verse on their wretched little backs." 

And as he spoke, Amyas, who had been grumbling to 
himself some Chnstmas carol , broke out fiill-mouthed : — 

** As Joseph was a-walklng 

He heard an angel sing — 
'This night shall be the birth-night 

Of Christ, oar heavenly King. 

His birth-bed shall be neither 
In hoQsen nor in hall , 
Nor in the place of paradise , 
Bat in the oxen*s stall. 

He neither shall be rocked 
In silver nor in gold, 
Bot in the wooden manger 
That lieth on the moold. 

He neither shall be washen 
With white wlne nor with red. 
Bat with the fair spring water 
That on yoa shall be shed. 

He neither shall be olothed 
In parple nor in pall , 
Bat in the fair white linen 
ThAt Dfen babies all/ 
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As Joseph was a-walking 
Thos did the angel sing. 
And Mary*s Son at midnight 
Was bom to be oar King. 

Thtn be yoa glad, good people, 
At tbis time of the year; 
And light yon op your candles , 
For His Star It shineth dear/* 

"There, Edmunde Classicaster," said ^Baleigh , "does 
not that simple strain go nearer to the heart of him who 
wrote the Shepherd's Calendar, than all artificial and out- 
landish 

'Wote ye why his mother with a veil hath covered bis face?* 
Why dost not answer, man?" 

But Spenser was silent awhile , and then , — 
'^Because I was thmking rather of the rhymerthan the 
rhyme. Good heaven! how that brave lad shames me, 
einging here the hymns which his mother taught him, be- 
f<^re the very muzzles of Spanish guns ; instead of bewailing 
unmanly, as I have done, the love which heheld, Idoubt 
not , as dear as I did even my Rosalind. This is his welcome 
to tiie winter's storm; while I, who dream, forsooth, of 
heavenly inspiration, can but see therein an image ofmine 
own cowardly despair. 

*Tbon harren ground« whom Winterte wrath has wasted, 
Art made a mirror to behold my plight.* * 

Pah ! away with frosts, icicles, and tears , and sighs — '* 

"And with hexameters and trimeters too, I hope," in- 
terrupted Raleigh: "and all the trickeries of self-pleasing 
sorrow." 

" — I will set my heart to higher work, than barking at 
the band which chastens me." 

"Wilt put the lad into the *Fairy Queen,' then, by my 
side? He deserves as good a place there, believe me, as 
ever a Guyon, jDr even as Lord Grey your Arthegall. , Let 
US hail him. Hallo! young chanticleer of Devon! Art not 
afraid of a chance shot, that thou crowest so lustily upon 
thine own mixen ? " 

• " The Sliepherd's Calendar." 
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''Cooks crow all night long at Christmas, Captain 
Haleigh, and so do I," said Amyas*s cheerfal voice; "but 
who ' s there with you ? " 

" A penitent pnpil of yours — Mr. Secretary Spenser." 
"Pupil of mine?" said Amyas. "I wish he*d teach me 
a little of his art; I could fill ,up my time here with making 
verses." 

"And who would be your theme, fair Sir?" said Spenser. 
"No *who' at all. I don't want to make sonnets to blue 
eyes, nor black either: but, if I could put down some of 
the tbings I saw in the Spiee Islands — " 

"Ah," said Raleigh, "he would beat you out of Par- 
nassas, Mr. Secretary. Bemember, you may write about 
Fairy-land, but he has seen it." 

"And so have others;" said Spenser; "it is not so far 
off from any one of us. Where ver is love and loyalty , great 
purposes and lofty souls , even though in a hovel or a mine, 
there is Pairy-land." 

" Then Fairy-land should be here , friend ; for you repre- 
sentlove, and Leigh loyalty; while,as för great purposes 
and lofty souls , who so fit to stand for them as I, being (un- 
less my enemies and my conscience are liars both) as ambi- 
tious and as proud as Lucifer's own seif? " 

"Ah, Walter, Walter, why wilt always slander thyself 
thus?" 

"Slander? Tut. — I do but give the world a fair chal- 
lenge, and teil it, 'There — you know the worst of me: 
come on and try a fall, for either you or I must down.' 
Slander? Ask Leigh here, who has but knpwn me a fort- 
night, whether I am not as vain as a peacock, as selfish as a 
fox, as imperious as a bona roba, and ready to make a 
cat^s-paw of him or any man, if there be a chestnut in the 
fire: and yet the poor fool cannot help loving me, and 
running of my errands, and taking all my schemes and my 
dreams for gospel; and verily believes now, I think, that 
I shall .be the man in the moon some day, and he my 
bigdog." 
Weitward Ho! L 15 
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"Well," saia iÄmyfts, hstlf apölogctically, "SP you are 
the clererest man ia the World, what härm in my think- 
ingso?" 

^'H'eai'ken to him, Edmund! He willlmow better when 
he haö ontgrown this same callow trick öf honesty, and 
leamt OJP the great goddess Detraction how to show himself 
wiser than the wise, by pointing out to the world the foors 
motley wMch peeps through the rents in the philosopher*s 
cloak. Go to, lad! slander thy equals, envy thy betters, 
pray for an eye WhicTi sees spots in every sun, and for a 
vulture*s nose to scent Carrion in every rose-bed. If thy 
friend win a battle, show that he has needlessly thrown 
away his men; if he lose one, hint that he sold it; if Tie 
rise to a^place, argue favour; if he fkll from one, argue 
divine justice. Bdlieve nothing, hope nothing, butendure 
all things, leven to kicking, if aught may be gotthereby;. 
so ähalt thou be clothed in purple and fine linen, and sit in 
kings' palaces, and fare sumptuously every day." 

"And wake with Dives in the torment," said Amyas. 
" Thank you for nothing , Captain." 

**^Ööto, Misanthropos," saidSpenser. "Thou hast not 
yettasted the sweets of this world's comfits, and thou -r^est 
at them?" 

"Thegrapesaresour, lad." 

" And will be to the end ," said Amyas , " if they come off 
sudh a devil'b tree as that. I really think you are out of your 
mind, Captain Kaleigh, ättimes." 

"1 wiöh I were; for it is atroublesome, hungry, windy 
mind as man ever was cursed withal. Bxit come in , lad. 
We were sentfrom the Lord Deputy , to bid thee to supper. 
There is a dainty lump of dead horse waiting'for thee." 

"Send me some oüt, then," said matter-of-^fact Amyas. 
"And teil bis Lordship that, with bis good leave, I dont 
Btir from here tili moming , if I can keep awake. There is 
astir inthe fort, and I expect them out on U6." 

"Tut, man! their heBsÜB are broken. We knowitby 
their deserters." 
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^'Seeing'fl believing. I never tnist nmaway rogues. If 
tbej are falte to their masters , thej'llbe false to us/* 

^'Well, go thj wajs, old hopesty; and Mr. Seci)etaiy 
whaM give 70a a book to yonrself in the 'Fairy Queen' ^ 
'Sir Monocolus^ or ti^ Legend of Common Sei»e/ eh, Ed- 
mund?" 

"Monocnlus?" 

"Ay., Smgle-eje, tay prince o£ word-coiner» -— .won!t 
ikftt fit? — ÄJid give him the Oyolops* head /for.« ^devioe. 
Heigbo! They maj laugh t^at win. I am siok of this Irkh 
work; wereitnotfo(r11ie>ohanceof advaneement, I'daooner 
be driving a team of red Devons on Dartaide; andinoiri am 
jangry with the dear lad becanse he is not flick of it ;too. 
What a plague business has he to be paddüng up and down, 
ccmtentedly doing Jiis duty, like any citj watchman? It is 
an insiüt .to the mi^fy aspirations of pur nobler hearts, — 
eh , mj would-be Aiiosto ? '' 

'^Ah, Raleigh] 70U cän afford to oonfess yourselfiess 
Üian flome, for 70U are greater than all. Go on and eon- 
qner, noble heart! But as for me, I sow the wind, and I 
BUppoBe I ahall reap the whirlwind." 

^Your harvest seem^ come already; what a blast that 
was ! Hold on by me , Colin Clont, and 1 11 hold on by thee. 
80! Don't tread on that pikeman's stomach, lest he take 
thee for a marauding Don , and with sudden dagger süt Co- 
lin'fl pipe, and Colin's weaaand too.'' 

And the two stumbled away into the darkness, leaving 
Amyas to stHde up and down as before, .puzzling hisbrains 
0Yer.Balei^'s wildwords and Spenser's melancholy, Uli he 
eame to the eondusion that there was some mysterious con- 
nexion between clevemess and unhappiness, andihanking 
hifi Stars that he was neither scholar, courtier, nor poet, 
said^grace x>Ter his lump of horse-fleah when it arrived, de- 
Youred it as if it had been venison , and then retumed to his 
pacmg up and down: butthifl time in silence, for the night 
was djßawing on, and there was ao need to teil the Spaniards 
ihat aoy x>ne was awake and watcfaing. 

15* 
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So he began to think about his mother, and how she 
might be spending her Christinas; and then about Frank, 
and wondered at what grand Court festival he was assisting, 
amid bright lights and sweet music and gay ladies , and how 
he was dressed , and whether he thought of his brother there 
far away on the dark Atlantic shore; and then he said 
his prayers and his creed; and then he tried not to think 
about JRoseSalteme, and of course thought about her all 
the more. So on passed the dull hours , tili it might he past 
eleven o*clock, and all lights were out in the battery and 
the shipping, and there was no sound of living thing but the 
monotonous tramp of the two sentinels beside him, and now 
and then a grünt firom the party who slept under arms some 
twenty yards to the rear. 

So he paced to and £ro, looking carefiüly out now and 
then over the strip.of sandhill which lay between him and 
the fort; but all was blank and black, and moreover it 
began to rain furiously. 

Suddenly he seemed to hear a rustle among the harsh 
sand-grass. True, the wind was whistling through it loudly 
enough: but that sound was not altogether like the wind. 
Then a soft sliding noise; something had slipped down a 
bank , and brought the sand down after it. Amyas stopped, 
crouched down beside a gun, and laid his ear to the rampart, 
whereby he heard olearly, as he thought, the noise of ap- 
proaohmg feet ; whether rabbits or Christians , he knew not: 
but he sliewdly guessed the latter. 

Now Amyas was of a sober and business-like tum, at 
least when he was not in a passion ; and thinking within him- 
self that if he made any noise, the enemy (whether four-or 
two-legged) would retire, and all the sport be lost, hedid 
not call to the two sentries, who were atthe oppositeends 
of the battery; neither did he think it worth whiile to rouse 
the sleeping Company, lest his ears should have deceived 
him, and the whole camp tum out to repulse the attack of a 
bück rabbit So he crouched lower and lower beside the 
Gulverin, and was rewarded in a minute or two by hearing 
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something gently deposited agamst the month of the embra- 
sure, which, bjthenoise, shouldbeapieceoftimber. 

"So far, so good;" said he to himself ; "when the scaling 
ladder is np, the soldier follows, I suppose. I can only 
humbly thank them for giving my embrasure the preference. 
There he comes! I hear his feet scnffling." 

He could hear plainly enough some one working himself 
into the month of the embrasure: bat the plague was, that 
it was so dark that he could not see his band between him 
and the sky , much less his foe at two yards off. However, 
he made a pretty fair guess as to the whereabouts, and, 
rising sofdy, discharged such a blow downwards aswould 
have split a yule-log. • A volley of sparks flew up from the 
hapless Spaniard's armour, and a grünt ßssued fromwithin 
it, which proved that, whether he was killed or not, the 
blow had not improved his respiration. 

Amyas feit for his head, seized it, dragged himin over 
the gun, sprang into the embrasure on his knees , feit for the 
top of tiie ladder, found it, liove it clean off and out,'with 
four or five men on it, and then of course tumbled after it ten 
feet into the sand, roaring like a town bull to her Majesty's 
liege subjects in general. 

Sailor-fashion, he had no armour on but a lightmorion 
and a cuirass, so he was not too much ^ncumbered to pre- 
Yent his springing to his legs instantly, and setting to work, 
cutting and foining right and left at ever^ sound, for sight 
there was none. 

Battles (as soldiers know, and newspaper editors do not) 
are usually fought, not as Üiey ought to be fought, but as 
they can be fought; and while the literary man is laying 
down the law at his desk as to how many troops should be 
moYed here, and what rivers should be crossed there, and 
where the cayalry should have beenbroughtup, andwhen 
the flank should have been tumed, the wretched man who 
has to do the work finds the matter settled for him by pesti- 
lence, want of shoes, empty stomachs, bad roads, heavy 
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rtoDBj hot 811118 , and a thousand other stem wanriors who 
üever show on paper. 

So with tliis skirmish; ^'according to Cocker," it ooght 
to have been a very pretty one; for Hercules of Pisa,, who 
planned the sorüe, had arranged it all (being a very sans- 
appel in all military science)upon the bestltalianprecedents, 
and had brought against this very hapless battery, a column 
of a hundred to attack directly in front, a Company of fifty 
to tum the right flank, and a Company of flfty to tum the left 
flank, with regulations, Orders, passwords, countersigns, and 
what not; so that if eyery man had had his rights (as Seidom 
'happens), Don Guzman Maria Magdalena de Soto, who 
commanded the sortie, oughtto have taken the work out of 
hand, and annihilated all therein. But alas! here stem fate 
interfered. They had chosen a dark night, as was polilic; 
they had waited tili the moon was up , lest it should be too 
dark, as was politic likewise : but, just as they had started, 
on came a heavy squall of rain, through which seven moons 
would have given no light, and which washed out the plans 
of Hercules of Pisa as if they had been written on a school- 
boy's slate. The Company who were to turn the leffc flank 
walke d manfuUy down into the sea, and neTer found out 
where they were going, tili they were knee-deep in water. 
The Company who were to tum the right flank, benrildered 
by the utter darkness , tumed their own flank so often, tibat 
tired of falling into rabbit-burrows and fiUing Üieir moisths 
with sand, they halted and prayed to idl the saints for » oom- 
pass and lautem; whilethecentrebody, who<heidstraight 
Onby a trackway to within fifty yards of Ihe bfittery , so mis- 
«aleulated Üiat shoit distanee , that while they thought the 
ditch two pikes' length off, they feil into it one over tibe 
other, and of siz scaling ladders, the only one which eould 
be found was the very one which Amyas threw down agam. 
After which the clonds broke, liie wind shifted, and the^moon 
shone out merrily. And so' was th^ deep policy of Hercules 
of Pisa, on which huiig the fate of Irelaad and thePapacy, 
4eeided by a ten miputes' squall. 
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Bnt where is Amjas? 

In the ditch, aware that the enemy is tambling into it, 
but unable to find them; while the Company above, finding 
it muck too dark to attempt a counter sortie , have opened 
a smart fire of musketry and arrows on things in gjeneral, 
whereat ihe Spaniards are swearing like Spaniards (I need 
say no more), and theltaliana spitting like venomous cats; 
wMle Amjas , not wisbing to be riddled by friendly balls, 
bas got bis back against Öie foot of the rampart, and waits 
on Providence. 

Snddenlj the moon clears; and with one more fierce 
Yolley, the English sailors, seeing the confusion, leap down 
from the embrasures, and to it pell-mell. Whether this 
also was "according to Cocker," I know not: bat the 
sailor, then as now, is not susceptible of highly-finished 
drill. 

Amyas is now in bis element,and so are the brave feUows 
at bis heels; and there are ten breathless, farious minutes 
among the sand-hills; and then the trumpets blow a recall, 
and the sailors drop back again by twos and threes , and are 
helped up into the embrasures over many a dead and dying 
foe ; while the guns of Fort del Oro open on them, and bla;5e 
away for half an hour without reply; and then all is still 
oace more. And in the meanwhile, the sortie against the 
Deputy*s camp has fared no better, and the victory of the 
night remains with the English. 

Twenty minutes af ter, Winter and the captains who were 
on shore, were drying themselves round a peat-fire on the 
beachy and talking over the skirmish, when WüJl Gary 
asked — 

"Where isLeigh? who has seenhim? I am sadly a&aid 
hehasgonetoofar, and been slain." 

" Slaon? Never less, gentlemen! " replied the voice of the 
very person in question, as he stalked out of l^e darkness 
into the glare of the fire, and shot down £rom bis shaoldera 
into the midst of the ring, as he might a sack of com, a buge 
dark body, which was gradually se^ai to be a man ia rieh 
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aimoor; who, being so shot A>wn, lay quietly where he was 
dropped , with his feei (Inckilj for him Eoailed) in the fire, 

"I saj," quoth Amyas, " some of you had better take him 
up , if he is to be of any use. Unlace his heim, Will Gary." 

"Pull his feet out of the embers; I dare say he would 
have been glad enough to put us to the scarpines ; but that's 
no reason we should put him to them." 

As has been hinted, there was no love lost between Ad- 
miral Winter and Amyas; and Amyas might certainly have 
reported himself in a more ceremonious manner. So Winter, 
whom Amyas either had not seen, or had not chosen to see, 
asked him pretty sharply, "What the plague he had to do 
with bringing dead men into camp ? " 

"If he's dead, it's not my fault He was alive enough 
when I started with him, and I kept him right end uppermost 
alltheway: and what would you have more, Sir?" 

"Mr. Leigh!*' said Winter, "it behiooves you to'speak 
with somewhat more courtesy, if not respect, to captains 
who are your eiders. and Commanders." 

"Ask your pardon, Sir," said the giant, as he stoodin 
front of Üie fire with the rain steaming and smoking off his 
armonr ; "but I was bred in a school where getting good Ser- 
vice done was more esteemed than making fine speeches." 

"Whatsoever school you were trained in, Sir," said 
Winter^ nettled at the hint about Drake ; "it does not seem 
to have been one in which you leamed to obey Orders. Why 
did you not come in when ike recall was sounded? " 

"Because ," said Amyas , very coolly, "in the first place, 
Ididnothearit; andinthenext, in my school I was taught 
when I had once started not to come home empty-handed." 

This was too pointed; and Winter sprang up with an 
oath — "Do you mean to insult me, Sir? " 

"I am sorry, Sir, that you should take a compliment to 
Sir Francis Drake as an insult to yourself. I brought in 
this gentleman because I thought he might give you good 
information; if he dies meanwhile, the loss will be yours, 
or rather the Queen*s." 
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"Help me, then," saidCa^, glad lo create a diversion 
in Amyas's favour, "and we Tvill bring him round;" while 
Raleigh rose, and catching Winterte arm, drew him aside, 
and began talking eamestly. 

"WTiat a murrain have you, Leigh, to qnarrel with 
Winter?" asked two or three. 

"I say, my reverend fathers and dear children, do get tbe 
Don's talking tackle &ee again, and leave me and tibe Ad- 
miral to settle it oor own way." 

Tbere was more than one captain sitting in the ring: bat 
discipline, and the degrees of rank, were not so severely 
definedasnow; andAmyas, as a "gentlemanadventurer," 
was, on land, in a position very difficult to be settled, 
though at sea he was as liable to be hanged as any other 
person on board; and on the whole , it was foond expedient 
to patch the matter up. So Captain Raleigh retuming, said 
that though Admiral Winter had doubtless taken umbrage 
at certain words of Mr. Leigh's , yet that he had no doubt 
that Mr.Leigh meant nothing thereby, but what was con- 
sistent with the profession of asoldier and a gentleman, and 
worthy both of himself and of the Admiral. 

From which proposition Amyas found it impossible to 
dissent; whereonRalöighwent back, and informed Winter 
that Leigh had freely retracted his words, and fuUy wiped 
off any Imputation which Mr. Winter might conceive to have 
been put upon him , and so forth. So Winter retumed , and 
Amyas said frankly enough, — 

"Admiral Winter, I hope, as a loyal soldier, that you 
will understand thus far; that nought which has passed to- 
night shall in any way prevent you finding me a forward and 
obedient servantto all your commands, be they what they 
may, and a supporter ofyonrauthorityamong the men, and 
honour against the foe, even with my life. For I should be 
ashamed, if private differences should ever prejudice by a 
grain the public weal." 

This was a great effort of oratory for Amyas; and he, 
therefore, in order to be safe by following precedeat, tried 
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to talk as much as he could like Sir BIchard Grenvüe. Of 
course Winter could answer nothing to it, in spite of the 
piain hint of private differences , but that he should not fail 
to show himself a captain worthy of so valiant and trusty a 
gentleman;. whereon the whole party tumed their attention 
to the captive, who, thanks to Will Gary, was by this tim© 
sitting up, Standing much in need of a handkerchief, and 
looking about him, having been unhelmed, in a confused 
and doleful manner. 

" Take the gentleman to my tent," said Winter, " and let 
the surgeon see to him. Mr.Leigh, whoishe? — " 

'^An enemy, but whether Spaniard or Italian I know 
not; but he seemed somebody among them, I thought the 
captain of a Company. He and I cut at each other twice 
or thrice at first, and then lost each other; and affcer 
that I came on him among the sand-hills, trying to rally 
his men, and swearing like the mouth of the pit, whereby 
I guess him a Spaniard. But bis men ran; so I brought 
him in." 

'^Andhow?" asked Raleigh. '' Thou art giving us all the 
play but the murders and the marriages." 

" Why , I bid him yield, and he would not Theal bid 
him run, and he would not And it was too pitch-dark for 
fighting ; so I took him by the ears , and shook the wind out 
of him, and so brought him in." 

* "Shook the wind out of him?" cried Gary, amid the 
roar of laughter which foUowed. "Dost know thou hast 
nearly wrung his neck in two? His vizor was füll of 
blood." 

"He should have run or yielded, then," said Amyas; 
and getting up, slipt off to find some ale, and then to sleep 
comfortably in a dry burrow which he scratched out of a 
Sandbank. 

The next moming, as Amyas was discussing a scanty 
breakfast of biscuit, (for provisions were running very sik&xt 
in camp,) Saleigh came up to him. 

^^Wh&ty eating? Thafsmorethanlhavedoneto-day." 
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'* Sit down, and sfaaze ihen.*' 

^^Nay, lad, I did not come a-begging. I liave set seme 
of my rogues to dig rabbits f but as I live , young Colbrand, 
you may thank your stars that you are aliye toi-day to 
eat. Poor yoong Cheek, — Sir John Cbeek tbe gram- 
manan*s son, — got bis quittance last night by a Spanish 
pike , rashing headlong on , just as you did. Bot have you 
seen your prisoner ? " , 

"No; norshall, while he is in Winter's tent." 

"Why not, then? What quarrel have you against the 
Admiral, friend Bobadil? Cannot you let Francis Draka 
fight hisown battles, without thrusting your head in between 
them?" 

"Well, thatis^good! As if the quarrel was not just as 
mach mine, and every man's in the ship. Why, when he left 
Brake , he left us all , did he not? '' 

"And what if he did? Let bygones be bygones, is the 
mle ofa Christian, and of a wise man too, Amyas. Here the 
man is, at least, safehome, infavour andinpower; anda 
prudent youth will j^st hold bis tongue, mumchance, and 
swim with the stream." 

"But that 's just what makes me mad; to see this fellow, 
after deserting us there in unknown seas, win credit and 
rank at home here for being the first man who ever sailed 
back through the Straits. What had he to do with sailing 
back at all? As well make the fox a knight for being the 
first that ever jumped down a jakes to escape the hounds. 
The fiercer tiie flight^ the fouler the fear, say I." 

"Amyas! Amyasl thou art a hard bitter, but a soft 
politician." 

"I un no pc^iticialki, Captain Raleigh, nor ever wish to 
be. Ab honest man 's my friend,. and a rogue 's my f oe ; and 
I 'U teil botk as much , as Long as I breatbe." 

'^And die a poor saint," said Balei^, lao^iing. "Bst 
if Winter invites you to bis tent himself , you won't refase to 
come?" 
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" Why, no, considering his years and rank; but he knows 
tpo well to do liiat." 

"He knows too well not to doit,'* saidRaleigh, laugh- 
ing as he walked away. And verily in half-an-hour came 
an invitation, extracted, of course, from the Admiral by 
Baleigh*s silver tongue, which Amyas could not but obey. 

"We all owe you thanks for last night^s service, Sir,*' 
Said Winter, who had for some gox>d reasons changed his 
tone. "Yourprisoner is found to be a gentleman of birth 
and experience, and the leader of the assault last night. He 
has already told us more than we had hoped, for which also 
we are beholden to you; and, indeed, my Lord Grey has 
been asking for you already.'' 

"I have, young Sir," said a quiet and lofty voiee; and 
Amyas saw limping firom the inner tent the proud and 
stately figure of the stem Deputy, Lord Grey of Wilton, 
a brave and wise man, but with a naturally harsh temper 
which had been soured still more by the wound which had 
crippled him, while yet a boy, at the battle of Leith. He 
owed that limp to Mary Queen of Scots; and he did not 
forget the debt 

"I have been asking for you; having heard from many, 
both of your last night's prowess , and of your conduct and 
courage beyond the promise of your years, displayed in that 
ever-memorable voyage, which may well be ranked with the 
deeds of the ancient Argonauts." 

Amyas bowed low; and the Lord Deputy went on, "You 
will needs wish to see your prisoner. You will find him such 
a one as you need not be ashamed to have taken, and as 
neednot be ashamed to have been taken by you: but here 
he is, and will, I doubt not, answer as muoh for himself. 
Enow each other better, gentlemen both: last night was 
an ill one for making acquaintances. Don Guzman Maria 
Magdalena Sotomayor de Soto, know the hidalgo Amyas 
Leigh!" 

As he spoke, the Spaniard came forward, still in his 
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armour, all sare his head, which was boond np in a hand- 
kerchief. 

He was an exoeedingly tall and graceful personage, of 
that sangre azul which marked high Yisi-gothic descent; 
golden -haired and fair-skinned, with hands as small and 
white as a woman's; his Ups were delicate, but thin, and 
compressed closely at the comers of the mouth; and his 
pale bhie eye had a glassy dolness. In spite of his beauty 
and his carriage, Amyas shrank from him instinctively ; and 
yet he could not help holding out his band in retom, as the 
Spaniard, holding out his, said, langoidly, in most sweet 
and sonorons Spanish, — 

'' I kiss his hands and feet The Senor speaks, I am told, 
my native tongne ? " 

" I have that honour." 

"Then aeoeptin it (forican better express myself therein 
than in English, though I am not altogether ignorant ofthat 
witty and leamed language) the expression of my pleasure 
at having fallen into the hands of one so renowned in war 
and travel; and of one also," he added, glanoing at Amyas's 
giantbnlk, 'Hhevastnessofwhosestrength, beyondthatof 
common mortality, makes it no more shame forme to have 
been overpowered and carried away by him, than if my 
captor had been a paladin of Charlemagne*s." 

Honest Amyas bowed and stammered, a little thrown off 
his balance by the onexpected assurance and cool flattery of 
hisprisoner; but he said, — 

^^If you are satisfied, illustrious Senor, I am boond to be 
so. I only trust, that in my hurry and the darkness , I have 
not hurt you unnecessarily." * 

The Don laughed a pretty little hollow laugh : " No, kind 
Senor, my head, I trust, will after a few days have become 
united to my Shoulders ; and, for the present, your Company 
will make me forget any slight discomfort" 

"Pardon me, Senor; but by this daylight I should have 
Seen that armour before.'' 

"Idoubt it not, Senor, as having been yourself also in 
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ihe forefront of tiie battle ," said the Spaaiardy with a proud 
smile. 

'<If I am right, Senor, yon are he wfao yestsrdaj hxäd op 
ihe atandard af ter it was shot down/' 

"I do not äeay Üiat nndeserTed hononr ; and I have to 
tiiank the courtesy of you and yonr countrymen fer having 
pfennitted me to do so witii impunity.** 

" Ah, 1 heard of that brave feat," said the Lord Depnty. 
'*Yoa shc^üld consider yourself, Mr. Leigh, hononred by 
being enabled to show courtesy to such awarrior." 

How long this interchange of solenm complimentB, of 
which Amyas was getting somewhat weary, would hiave 
^one on, Ihnow not: butat thatmoment Baleigh entered, 
hastily, — 

'<My Lord, they have hung out a white flag, and are 
ealling for a parley ! " 

The Spaniard tumed pale, and feit fbr bis sword, which 
was gone; and tiien, with a bitter langh, murmnred to him- 
seif, — " As I expected." 

" I am very sorry to hear it. Would to Heaven they had 
simply fought it out ! " said Lord Grey, half to himself 5 «nd 
then, " Gho , Captain Raleigh , and answer them that (saving 
this gentleman's presenoe) the laws of war forbid a parley 
with any who are leagued with rebels against their lawful 
sovereign." 

*^But what if they wish to treat for this gentleman's 
ransom?" 

"For Iheir own, more lifcely:" said the Spaniard; "but 
teil them, on my part, Senor, that Don Guzman refuses to be 
ransomed ; and will retom to no camp where the commanding 
officer, unable to infect his captains with bis own cowardice, 
dishonours Ihem against their will." 

"You speak sharply, Senor," said Winter, after Baleigh 
had gone out S^ 

"Ihavereason, Senor Admiral, as you will find, Ifed^ 
ere long." x 

"We ehall have the honour of leaviag you here, for\^ 
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l^e preBent, Sir, as Admiral ^inter's gnedt,*' said the Loxd 
Deputy. 

** Birt not my sword, it seems." 

'* Pardon me, Senor: bat no one hsLB deprived yoa of 
Tour sword,** said Winter. 

"I don*t wißh to pain yo«, Sir;" Kud Amyas, "bat I 
fear that we w^e both «areless enon^ to leave it befamd 
last night." 

A flash passedover tiie Spaniard's feee, which disolosed 
temble d^pthsof £arj and hatred beneath thatquiet mask, 
as the summer lightning displays the black abysses of the 
thnnderstorm ; but like the summer lightning it .passed, 
almost nnseen; and blandly ad ever, he answered, — 

"I can forgive you for such a neglect, most valiant Sir, 
more easily than I can forgive myself. Farewell, Sir 1 One 
who has lost his sword is no fit Company for you.'* And as 
Amyas and the rest departed he plimged into Ihe inner tent, 
stamping and writhing, gnawing his hands with ragie and 
shame. 

As Amyas came out on Ihe battery, Yeo hailed 
Mm, — 

"Master Amyas! Hillo, Sir! For the love of hearen 
tellme!" 

"Whatthen?" 

'*'Is his Lordship stauch? Will he do the Lord*s 
work faithMly, root and brauch: or will he spare the 
Amalckites?**- 

"The latter, I think, old hip-and-thigh," said Amyas, 
hurrjdng forward to hear the news from Raleigh, who 
appeared in sight oncemore. 

"They asfc to depart with bag and baggage,'* said he, 
when he came up. 

" God do so to me, and more also, if they carry away a 
Btraw ! *' said Lord Grey. " Make short work of it, Sir ! ** 

" I 'donot know how that will be, my Lord ; as I came up 
a captain shouted to me off the walls, that tiliere were 
mutineers, and denying ihat he surrendered, would hare 
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pulled down the flag of tnice, bat the soldiers beat him 
off." 

^<A house^divided against itself will not stand long, 
genüemen. Teil them that I give no conditions. Let them 
lay down their arms, and trust in the Bishop of Borne who 
sent them hither, and may come to save them if he wants 
them. Gunners, if you see the white flag go down, open 
your fire instantly. Captain Baleigh, we need your counsel 
hexe. Mr. Gary, will you be my herald this time ? " 

" A better Protestant never went on a pleasanter errand, 
my Lord." 

So Gary went, and then ensued an argument, as to what 
should be done with the prisoners in case of a surrender. 

I cannot teil whether my Lord Gfrey meant, by offering 
conditions which the Spaniards would not accept, to force 
them into fighting the quarrel out, and so save himself the 
responsibility of deciding on their fate ; or whether his mere 
natural stubbomness, as well as his just indignation, drove 
him on too far to retract: but the Council of war which 
foUowed was both a sad and a stormy one, and one which 
he had reason to regret to his dying day. What was to be 
done with the enemy? They already outnumbered the 
English; and some fifteen hundred of Desmond's wild Msh 
hovered in the forests round, ready tp side with the winning 
party, or even to attack the English at the least sign of 
yaciUation or fear. They could not carry the Spaniards 
away with them, for they had neither shipping nor food, 
not even handcuffs enough for them ; and as Mackworth told 
Winter when he proposed it, the only plan was for him to 
make San Josephe a present of his ships, and swim home 
himself as he could. To tum loose in L*eland , as Gaptain 
Touch urged on the other band, seven hundred such 
monsters of lawlessness, cruelty and lust, as Spanish and 
Italian condottieri were in those days, was as fatal to their 
own safety, as oruel to the wretched Irish. All the captains, 
without exception , followed on the same side. " What was 
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to be done, then?" asked Lord Grey, impatieiitly. '^ Would 
they have him mnrder them all in cold blood?" 

And for a while every man, knowing that it mnst come to 
that, and yet not danng to say it ; tili Sir Warham St Leger, 
the Marshai of Munster, spoke out stoutly — "Foreigners 
had been scoffing them too long and too truly with waging 
these Irish wars as if they meant to keep them alive, rather 
than end them. Mercy and faith to every Mshman who 
would show mercy and faith, was his motto ; but to invaders, 
no mercy. Ireland was England's vulnerable point; it might 
be some day her min; a terrible example must be made of 
those wbo dared to touch the sore. Rather pardon the 
Spanlards for landing in the Thames than in Ireland!" — 
tili Lord Grey became much excited, and tuming as a last 
hope to Raleigh, asked his opinion; but Baleigh's silver 
tongue', was that day not on the side of indulgence. He 
skilfully recapitulated the arguments of his fellow-captains, 
improving them as he went on, tili eaeh worthy soldier was 
surprised to find faimself so much wiser a man than he had 
thought; and finished by one of his rapid and passionate 
perorations upon his farourite theme — the West Indian 

cruelties of the Spaniards, " by which great tracts and 

fair countries are now utterly stripped of inhabitants by 
heavy bondage and torments unspeakable. Oh, witless 
Islanders!" said he, apostrophizing the Irish; "would to 
heaven that you were here to listen to me ! What other fate 
awaits you, if this viper, which you are so ready to take into 
your bosom, should be warmed to life, but to groan like the 
Indians, slaves to the Spaniard; but to perish like the 
Indians, by heavy burdens, cruel chains, plunder and 
ravishment; scourged, racked, roasted, stabbed, sawn in 
sunder, cast to feed the dogs, as simple and more righteous 
peoples have perished ere now by millions ? And what eise, 
I say, had been the fate of Ireland, had this invasion pros- 
pered, which God has now, by our weak hands, confounded 
and brought to nought? Shall we then answer it, my Lord, 
either to our conscience, our God, or our Queen, if we shall- 
WestwardHo! L 16 
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sei loose meii> (not one of whom, I warrftut^ but u stained 
with murder on murder,) to go and fill up the cup of their 
iniquity among these sUly sheep? Have not their native 
wolves, their barbarous chieftains, shom, peeled^ and 
slaughtered them enough alreadj, but we must add this 
pack of foreign wolves to the number of their tormentors, 
and fit the Desmond with a bodj - guard of seven, yea, seYen 
hundred devils worse than himself ? Naj, rather let u« do 
violence to our own human nature, and show ourselves in 
appearance rigorous, that we may be kind indeed; lest 
while we presume to be over-merciful to the goilty, we prove 
ourselves to be over - cruel to the innocent." 

'^Captain Raleigh, Captain Raleigh," said Lord Grey, 
'^ the blood of these men be on your head I' ' 

"It ill befits your Lordship," answered Ealeigh, "to 
throw on your subordinates the blame of that which your 
reason approves as necessary." 

"I should have thought» Sir, that one so noted for 
ambition as Captain Raleigh would have foeen more careful 
of the favour of that Queen forwhose smiles he is said to be 
80 longing a competitor. If you have not yet been of her 
counsels, Sir, I can teil you you are not Ukely to be. She 
will be furious when she hears of this cruelty." 

Lord Grey had lost his temper: but Raleigh kept his, 
and answered quietly — 

''Her Majesty shall at least not find me among the 
number of those who prefer her favour to her safety, and 
abuse to their own profit that over-tendemess andmerdful- 
ness of heart, which is the only blemish (and yet rather, 
like a mole on a fair cheek, but a new beauly) in her mani- 
foldperfections." 

At this junctttre Gary retumed. 

«'My Lord," said he, in some confusion, ''I have pro- 

posed your terms; but the captains still entreat for some 

mitigation; and, to teil you truth, one of them has in- 

sisted on accompanying me hither to plead his cause him- 

elf." 
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'^I will not seehim, Sir. Wlioishe?" 

''fiis name is Sebastian of Modeoa, my Lord.*' 

''Sebastian of Modena? What tbink jou, gemtl«men? 
"Msf we make an exoeption in favour of so famons a sol- 
dier?" 

''So villanous a cnt-throat,** said Zonch to Raleigb, 
«nder bis breath. 

All, bowerer, were for speaking witb so famousaman; 
and in oame, in fall armout, a sbort, buU-neoked Itldian, 
evidently of immense strength, of the true Csasar Borgia 
i^amp. 

"Will you please to be seated, Sir," said Lord Grey, 
cdldly. 

'^I kits yonr bands, most illustrions: buti do not sit in 
an enemy's camp. Ha, my friend Zoucb! How bas yonr 
Signoria fared since we fougbt side by side at Lepanto? 
So you, too, are bere, sitting in Council on tbe hanging of 
me." 

"Wbat is your errand, Sir? Time is short," said tbe 
liord Deputy. 

"Corpo di Bacco! It bas ^been long enougb all the 
mOming, for my rascals have kept me and my friend tbe 
Colonel Hercules (whom you know doubtless) prisoners in 
our tents at tbe pike's point. My Lord Depufy , I bare but 
afew words. I sball tbank you to take erery soldier in the 
fort, — Italian, Spaniard^ and Irish, — and bang tbem up 
as high as Haman for a set of mutinous oowards , with the 
arch-traitor San Josepho at their bead." 

"I am obliged to you for your ofiPer, Sir, and shall de- 
liberate presently as to wbether I shall not aceept it." 

"But as for us captains, really your Excellency must 
consider that we are gentlemen bom, and give us eitb^r 
buena querra, as tbe Spaniards say, or a £ur chanc6 for 
life ; and so to my business." — 

"Stay, Sir. Answer tbis first. Have you or yours any 
commission to show eitber from tbe king of Spain, or eaoy 
otherpotentate?" 

16* 
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"Never a one but the Cause of Heaven, and our own 
swords. And with them, my Lord, we are readj to meet 
any genÜemen of your camp, man to man, with our swords 
only , half-way between your leaguer and ours ; and I doubt 
not that your Lordship will see fair play. Will any genÜe- 
man accept so civil an offer? There sits a tall youth in that 
comer who would suit me very well. Will any fit my gallant 
comrades with half-an-hour's punto and stoccado?" 

There was a silence, all looking at the Lord Deputy, 
whose eyes were kindling in a very ugly way. 

" No answer ? Then I must proceed to exhortation. So ! 
Will that be sufficient? " 

And Walking composedly across the tent, the fearless 
ruffian quietly stooped down, and smote AmyasLeigh fiill 
in the face. 

Up sprang Amyas , heedless of all the august assembly, 
and with a single buffet felled him to the earth. 

"Excellent!" saidhe, rising unabashed. "Icanalways 
trust my instinct I knew the moment I saw him that he was 
a cavalier worth letting blood. Now, Sir, your swordand 
hamess , and I am at your service outside ! " 

The solemn and sententious Englishmen were altogether 
taken aback by theltalian*s impudence: but Zouch settled 
the matter. 

"Most noble Captain, will you be pleased to recollect a 
certain little occurrence at Messina, in the year 1575? For 
if you do not, I do; and beg to inform this gentleman that 
you are unworthy of his sword, and, had you, unluckily 
for you, been an Englishman, would have found the 
fashions of our country so different from your own, that 
you would have been thenhanged, Sir, and probablymay 
be so still." 

The Italian's sword flashed out in a moment: but Lord 
Grey interfered. 

"No fighting here, gentlemen. That may wait; and, 
what is more, shall wait tili — Strike their swords down, 
fialeigh, Mackworth! Strike t)ieir swords down! (^olan^l 
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Sebastian, yoa will be pleased to retum as you came, in 
«afety, having lost nothing, as (I frankly teil you) you have 
gained nothing, by your wild bearing here. We shall proceed 
to deliberate on your fate/* 

' "I tnist, my Lord," said Amyas, "that you will spare 
this braggart's life, at least for a day or two. Por in spite 
of Captain Zouch's waming, I must baVe to do with him 
yet, or my cbeek will rise up in judgment against me at the 
kstday." 

"Well spoken, lad," said the Colonel as he swung out. 
"So! worth a reprieve, by this sword, to have one more 
good rapier-rattle before the gallows ! Then I take back no 
fdri^er answer, my Lord Deputy? Not even our swoMs, 
ouf virgin blades, Signor, ihe soldier*s cherished bride? 
Shall we go forth weeping widowers, and leave to stränge 
embrace the lovely st,qel? " 

"None, Sir, byheaven!" said he, waxingwroth. "Do 
you eome hither, pirates as yOu are, to dictate terms upon 
a foreign soll? Is it not enough to have set up here the 
Spanish flag, and claimed the land of Ireland as the Pope's 
giffc to the Spaniard; violated the laws of nations, and 
the solemn treaties of princes, under colour of a mad super» 
stition?" 

"Superstition, my Lord? Nothing less. Believe a phi>^ 
losopher who has not said a Pater or an Ave for seven years 
paist at least. Quod tango credo, is my motto; and though I 
am bound to say, under pain of the Inquisition, that the 
most holy Father the^ope has given thiä land of Ireland to 
his most Catholic Majesty the King of Spain, Queen Eliza- 
beth having forfeited her title to it by heresy, — why, my 
Lord , I believe it as little as you do. I believe that Ireland 
would have been mine , if I had won it; I believe religioüsly 
that it is not mine, now I have lost it What is, is, and a 
fig for priests; to-day to thee, to-morrow to me. Addio," 
— and out he swimg. 

"There goes a most gallant rascal," said tihe Lord 
Deputy. 
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"And a most rascally gallant," said Zouch. " The murder 
of his own page, of which I gave him a remembrancer, i» 
amoiig the least of his aina." 

"Andnow, CaptainRaleigh," said Lord Qrey, ^^aeyou 
bavo been so eamest in preachiag this butchery, I bare a 
right to aok nooe bnt you to practiae it" . 

Baleigh bit his Hp, and replied by the "quip eoor- 
leous,"-^ 

"I am at least a man, my Lord, who thinks it shame to 
allow others to do that which I dare not do myself." 

Lord Grey mi^t probably have returned "the oounter- 
«heokquarrelsome," hadnotMackworthriaen;-^ 

"Andl, myLord, being, in that matter atleaot, oneof 
Captain Baleigh'a Udney , will just go with him, to aee that 
he takes no härm by being bold enough to carry out an ugly 
business, and serving these rascals aa their eountrymfin 
aerved Mr. OxenhauL" 

"I bid you good moming, then, gentlemen, though I 
oannot bid you Ood apeed," said Lord Grey; and sit^g 
down again, covered his face with his hands, and, to tiie 
astonishmentof allby-standers, burst, say the chroniclerf , 
into tears. 

Amyaa foUowed Baleigh out. The latter was pale, but^ 
delermined , and very wroth againat the Deputy. 

"Doea the man ta^e me for a hangman?" said he^ "that 
he apeaks to me thus ? But such is the way of the great If 
you neglect yout duly, they haul you over the coala; if you 
do it , you must do it on your own responstbiUty. Farewell, 
Ao^as; you will not slurink from me as a butcher when I 
return?" 

"Godforbid! ButhowwiUyoudoit?" 

"Maroh one Company in, and drive them forth, and let 
th9 other cut them down as they come out, — Pah I " 
« « « * « ^ 

It was done. Bight or wrong , it was done* The almeka 
md ouraes had died away , and the Fort del Oro waa a red 
shambles , which the soldiers were trying to cover from ijk^ 
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•ight of heaven and earth, by dragging the bodies into tbe 
ditch, and ooyeriDg them with the ruins of the rampart: 
while the Irish, who had beheld from the woods that awfiu 
wamingy fled trembling into the deepest recesset of the 
forest 1% was done; and it neyer needed to be done again. 
The hint was seyere, bot it was snfficient. Manj years 
passed before a Spaniard set foot agam in Lreland. 

The Spanish and Italian officers were spared, and Amyas 
had Don Giuman Maria Magdalena Sotomayor de Soto dnly 
adjudged to him , as his prize by right of war. He was , of 
course, rekdy enough to fight Sebastian of Modena: but 
Lord Grey forbade the duel: blood enough had been shed 
abcady. The next question was, whereto bestow Don Guaman 
tili his ransom shoold arriye ; and as Amyas could not well 
deliyer the gallant Don into the safe eustody of Mrs. Leigh 
at Borrough, and still less into that of Frank at Court, he was 
fain to write to Sir Richard Grenyile, and ask his advice, and 
in the meanwhile keep the Spaniard wiih him upon parole, 
which he frankly gaye, — saying that as for running away, 
he had nowhere to run to; and as for joining the Irish, he 
had no mind to tum pig; and Amyas found him, ts shall be 
hereafter told, pleasant Company enough. But one moming 
Raleigh entered, — 

<*I haye done you a good tum, Xeigh, if you think it 
one. I haye talked St Leger into making you my lieutenant, 
and giving you the eustody of a right pleasant hermitage -^ 
some Castle Shackatory or other in the midst of a big bog, 
where time will run swift and smooth with you, between 
hunting wild Irish, snaring snipes, and drinking yourself 
drunk with usquebaugh oyer a turf fire." 

"I'll go," quoth Amyas; <*anything for work." So he 
went and took possession of his lieutenanoy and his black 
robber tower, and there passed the rest of the winter, fighting 
or hunting all day , and chatting and reading all the eyening 
with Senor Don Guzman, who, like a good soldier of fortune, 
made himself thoroughly at home, and a general fayourite 
with the soldiers. 
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At firBt, indeed, his Spanish pride and stateliness, and 
Amyas's English taciturnity , kept the two apart somewbat; 
]l)ut they soon began, if not to trust, at least to like each 
other; and Don Guzman told Amyas, bit by Bit, wbo he 
Fas, of wbat an ancient house, and of wbat a poor one; 
and laughed oyer the yery small chance of bis ranson^ being 
raised, and the certainty that, at least, it could not come 
for a conple of years , seeing that the only De Soto wbo had 
a penny to spare was a fat old dean at St. Yago de Leon, 
in the Caräccas, at which place Don Guzman had been bom. 
This of course led to much talk about the Westiftdies, and 
the Don was as much interested to find that Amyas had been 
one of Drake's world-famous crew, as Amyas was to find 
that his captive, was the grandson of none other than that 
most terrible of man-hunters, Don Ferdinando de Soto, the 
' conqueror of Florida, of whom Amyas had read many a time 
in Las Casas, "as the captain of lyrants, the notoriousest 
and most experimented amongst them that have done the 
most hurts, mischiefs, and destructions in many realms." 
And often enough his blood boiled, and he had much ado 
to recollect that the Speaker was his guest, as Don Guzman 
chatted away about his grandfather's hunts of innoeent 
women and children, murders of caciques, and bumings 
aliveof guides, ^^pour encourager les autres/^ without, seem- 
ingly, the least feeling that the victims were human beings 
or subjects for human pity; anything,in short, butheathen 
dogs, enemies of God, servants of the devil, tobeusedby 
the<])hristian when he needed, and when not needed killed 
down as cumberers of the ground. But Don Guzman was 
a most finished gentleman nevertheless ; and told many a 
good story of the Indies, and told it well; and over and 
above his stories, he had among his baggage two books, — 
the one Antonio Galvano's "Discoveries of the World," 
a mine of winter evening amusement to Amyas; and the 
other, a manuscript book, which, perhaps, it had been well 
for Amyas had he never seen. For it was none other than 
' sort of rough Journal which Don Guzman had kept as a lad. 
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wben he went down with the Adelantado Gonzales Ximenes 
de Casada, £rom Peru to the Biver of Amazons, to look for 
the golden conntry of £1 Dorado , and the cily of Manoa, 
which Stands m the midst of the White Lake, and equals or 
sarpasses in glory eren the palace of the Inca Huaynacapac; 
^'aU tbe yessels of whose house and kitchen are of gold and 
silver, and in his wardrobe statues of gold which seemed 
giants, and figores in proportion and bigness of all the 
beasts, birds, trees and herbs of the earth, and thefishes 
of the water; and ropes, budgets, chests and troughs of 
gold; yea, and a garden of pleasure in an Island near Puna, 
where they went to recreate themselves when they would 
take the air of the sea, which had all kind of garden herbs, 
flowers, and trees of gold and silver of an invention and 
magnificence tili then never seen." 

Now the greater part of this treasure (and be it remem- 
bered that these wonders were hardly exaggerated, and that 
there were many men alive then who had beheld them, as 
ihey had worse things, "with their corporal and mortal 
eyes") was hidden by thelndians when Pizarro conquered 
Peru and slew Atahuallpa son of Huaynacapac; at whose 
death, it was said, one of the Inca's younger brothers fled out 
of Peru, and taking with him a great army , vanquished all 
tiiat tract which lieth between the great Rivers of Amazons 
and Baraquan , otherwise called Miu'anon and Qrenoque. 

There he sits to this day , beside the golden lake , in the 
golden city which is in breadth a threedays'joumey, covered, 
he and his court, with gold dustfrom head to.foot, waiting 
for the fulfilment of the ancient prophecy which was written 
in the temple of Caxamarca, where his ancestors worshipped 
of old ; that heroes shall come out of the West, and lead him 
back across the forests to the kingdom of Fem, and restore 
him to the glory of his forefathers. 

Groldenphantom! sopossible, so probable, to imagina- 
tions which were yet reeling before the actual and veritable 
prodigies of Peru, Mexico, and the East Indies. Golden 
phantom! which has cost already the lives of thousands, and 
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shall jet cost more ; from Diego de Ordss, and Juan Cortaso, 
and many another, who went forth on the quest by tiie Andei, 
and bj ihe Orinoco, and by the Amazons; Antonio Sedesmo, 
with bis ghastly eararan of manaded Indiani, '^on wbost 
dead carcatses the tigen being flesbed, asaanlted 1^ 
Spaniards;" Angostine Delgado, who ^came toaea^qne, 
wbo entertained bim with all kindness, and gave bim beside 
mnch gold and slaves, tbreenympbsyeiybeaatifiily whidi 
bare the names of three provinces, Guanba, Grotc^uane, and 
Maiarare. To reqnite whiob mänifold eourtesies, he camed 
off, not only all the gold, but all the Indiana he eonld seiie, 
and took them in irons to Cubagna, and sold ihem for slaTes; 
after which, Delgado wai shot in the eye by anlndian, of 
which hurt hedied;" Pedro d'Or8aa,whofoand the einnamon 
forests of Loxas, "whomhbmenmurdered, and afterwards 
beheaded Lady Anes his wife, who forsook not her lord 
in all bis trayels unto death;" and many anotber, who haa 
yanished with yaliant oomrades at his back into the green 
gulfs of the primeyal forests, neyer to emerge again. 
Golden phantom! man-deyonring, whose maw is nerer 
satiate with sools of heroes; fatal to Spain; more £ital 
still to England upon that ahamefol day, when the last of 
Elizabeth'» beroes shall lay down his head upon the block, 
nominally for haying belieyed what all lurotind bim believed 
likewise tili they foond it ezpedient to deny it in order to 
eorry fayour with the orowned cur who betrayed bim; really 
because be alone dared to make one last protest in behalf 
of liberty and Proteatantism againat the incoming night of 
tyranny and auperatition. Little thonght Amyaa, aa he 
deyoured the pagea of that manuscript, that he was laying 
a anare for the Ufe of the man whom, nezt to Drake and 
Grenyile, he moat admired on earth. 

ButDonGuzman, on the other band, aeemed to bare an 
inatinet that that book migbt be a fatal gift to hia captor ; for 
one day, ere Amyaa had looked into it, he began qneatiomsg 
tbe Don about £1 Dorado. WhereonDon Guzman repUed 
with one of thoae amilea of hia, which (aa Amyaa aaid after- 
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wards) was so abominablj like a sneer, that he had ofteu 
bard work to keep bis hands off the man — 

''Ab! Yon bave beeo eating of the fruit of the tree of 
knowledg^, Senor? Weil; if you bave any ambitloii to follow 
many another brave captain to tbe pit, I know uo sborter or 
easier patb tban is eontained in tbat Uttle book." 

''I have never ppened your book,*' said Anyas; ''your 
private manoBcripts are no concem of mine; but my man 
who reoovered your baggage read part of it, knowing no 
better; and now you are at liberiy to teil me as Httle as 
you like." 

Tbe *'man," it sbould be said, was none otber tban 
Salvation Yeo, who had attacbed himself by thia time in- 
separably to Amyas , in quality of body-guard ; and , as was 
oommon enough in those days, had tumed aoldier for the 
nonce, and taken under bis patronage two or three rusty 
bases (swivels) and falconets (four-pounders), whicb grinned 
harmlessly enough frpm the tower top across tbe cbeerful 
expanse of bog. 

Amyas onee asked him, how be reconcUed tbis Ljsh 
sojoura witb bis vow to find bis Utile maid? Yeo sbookbis. 
head. 

'<I can't teil, Sir; but tbere 's sometbing tbatmakesme 
always to tbink of you when I think of her ; and that 's often 
enougb , tbe I^ord knows. Wbetber it is tbat I ben't to find 
Ihe dear without your help; or wbetber it is your pleasant 
faeeputsmeinmindofhers; orwbat, Ican'ttell; butdon't 
you part me from you, Sir; for I 'm Uke Buth, and where 
you lodge I lodge; and where you go I go; and where you 
die — thougb I shall die many a year first — tbere I 'U die, 
I bope and trust; for I can't a-bear you out of my sight ; and 
that 's the truth thereof." 

So Yeo remained with Amyas, while Gary went else- 
where witb Sir Warham St Leger, and the two friends met 
seldom for many.montbs; so tbat Amyas's only companion 
was J>on Gu^iman, who, as be grew more familiär, and more 
oareles« about wbat be said and did in bis captor's presence, 
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often puzzled and scandalized him by bis waywardness. 
Fits of deep melancholy altemated with bursts of Spanish 
boastfuhiess, utterly astonisbing to tbe modest and sober- 
minded EngUsbman, wbo would often bave fancied him 
inspu*ed by usquebaugh , bad be not bad ocolar proof of bis 
extreme abstemiousness. 

"Miserable?" said be, one nigbt in one of tbese fits. 
"And bave I not a rigbt to be miserable? — Wby sbould I 
not curse tbe virgin and all tbe saints , and die? I bave not a 
friend, not a ducat on eartb; not even a sword — bell and 
tbe furies! It was my all; tbe only bequesti everbadfroin. 
my fatber, and I lived by it and eamed by it Two years 
ago I bad as pretty a sum of gold as cayalier could wisb — 
ändnow!" — 

" Wbat is become of it, tben? I cannot bear tbat our men 
plundered you of any." 

"Yourmen? No, Senor! Wbat fifty men dared not bave 
done, one woman did! a painted, patcbed, fueused, peri- 
wigged, bolstered, Cbarybdis, cannibal, Megsera, Lamia! 
Wby did I ever go near tbat cursed Naples, tbe common 
sewer ofEurope? wbose women, I believe, would beswal- 
lowed up by Vesuvius to-morrow , if it were not tbat Belpbe- 
gor is afraid of tbeir making tbe pit itsel^too bot to bold bim. 
Well, Sir, sbe bad all of mine and more; and wben all was 
gone in wine and dice, wood-cocks' brains and ortolans' 
tongues , I met tbe witcb Walking witb anotber man. I bad 
a sword and a dagger ; I gave bim tbe first (tbougb tbe dog 
fougbt well enough, to give bim bis due), and ber tbe second ; 
left tbem lying across each otber, and fled for my life: — 
and here I am! after twenty years of fighting, from tbe 
Levant to tbe Orellana — for I began ere I bad a ba^ on my 
cbin — and tbis is tbe end ! — No , it is not! 1 11 bave tbat El 
Dorado yet! tbe Adelantado made Berreo, wben be gave 
bim bis daugbter, swear tbat he would bimt for it, througb 
life and deatb. — We *11 see wbo finds it first, be or L He 's 
a bungler; Orsua was a bungler — Pool^! Cortes and Pi- 
rro? we *11 see wbetber there are not as good Castilians as 
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they left stUL Icandoit, Senor. Iknowatrack, aplan; 
over Üie Llanos is the road; and 1 11 be Emperor of Manoa 
yet — possesB the jewels of all the Incas; and ^old, gold! 
Pizarro was a beggar to what I will be ! " 

"Conceive, Sir," he broke forth dnring another of these 
peacock fits, as Amyas and he were riding along the hill- 
side; '^conoeire! with forty chosen cavaliers (what need of 
xnore?) I present myself before the golden king, trembling 
amid his myriad gnards at the new mirade of the mailed 
centanrsof the West; and without dismounting, lapproach 
his throne, lift the crucifix which hangs aronnd my neck, 
and pressing it to my Ups , present it for the adoration of the 
idolater, and give him his alternative; that which Gayferos 
and the Cid, my ancestors, ofiPered the Soldan and the Moor 
— baptism or deatht He hesitates; perhaps smiles scom- 
fully upon my littfe band: I answer him by deeds, as Don 
Ferdinando, my illustrious grandfather, answered Atahuall- 
pa at F^pi, in sight of all his court and camp." 

"With your lance-point, as Gayferos did the Soldan?" 
asked Amyas, amosed. 

"No, Sir; persuasion first, for the salvation of a soul is 
at stake. Not with the lance-point, bat tEe spur, Sir, 
thus!" — 

And striking his heels into his horse's flanks, he darted 
off at fall speed. 

*'The Spanish traitor!" shouted Yeo. "He 's going to 
escape! Shall we shoot, Sir? Shall we shoot?>^* 

"For heaven's sake, no!" said Amyas, looking some- 
what blank, nevertheless, for he mach doabted whether the 
whole was not a rase on the part of the Spaniard, and he 
knew how impossible it was for his fiffceen stone of flesh to 
give chase to the Spaniard's twelre. Bat he was soon 
re-assored; the Spaniard wheeled round towards him, and 
began to put the rough Hackney through all the paces of the 
manage with a grace and skill which won applause from the 
beholders. 
V "Thas!'* he shouted, waTing his band to Amyas, be- 
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tween hie carrets andcaracoles, "didmyillustriotugrand- 
father exkibit to the Paynim Emperor the prowets of a 
Cafttilian cavalietl Thus! ^-and thus! — and thus, at last, 
he dashed up to bis very feet, as I to yonrs, and bespatteiing 
tbat unbaptked visage with bis Cbristian bridle-foam, pulled 
np bis cbarger on bis hatincbes, tbus!" — 

And (as was to be ezpected from a blown Irisb garron 
on a peaty Irisb bill-side) down went tbe bapless backney on 
bis tail , away went bis beels a yard in front of bim, and ere 
Don GoKttian conld ''avoid bis seile," borse and man rolled 
over into a neigbbouring bog-bole. 

"After pride comes a fall," quotb Yeo with onmoyed 
visage as be Itigged bim out 

"And wbat would you do with tbe Emperor at last?" 
asked Amyas when tbe Don bad been scrubbed somewbat 
clean with a bnncb of rusbes. "Kill bim, as your grand- 
fatber did Atabuallpa?" 

"My grandfather," answered the Spaniard indignantiy, 
"was one of those wbo, to their etemalbonour, protested 
to tbe last against tbatmost cruel and unknigbüy massaere. 
He could be terrible to tbe beatben; bat be kept bis plighted 
Word, Sir, and tangbt me to keep mine, as you have seen to- 
day." 

" I have , Sefior ," said Amyas. " You might have given 
iCs the slip. easily enougb just now, and did not Pardon me 
if I have oflPended you." 

Tbe Spaniard (wbo , after all, was cross principally with 
bimself and the "unlucky mare*s son," as the oldromances 
have it, which bad played bim so seurvy a trick) was all 
smiles agün fprtbwitb; and Amyas, as they chatted on, 
eottld not belp asking bim next — 

"I wonder wby you are so frank about your own inten- 
tions to an enemy Uke me , wbo will surely f orestall you if he 
can." 

"Sir, a Spaniard needs no concealment, and fears no 
rivalry. He is the soldier of tbe cross, and in it be oonquers, 
'ike Constantine of old. Not tbat you Engiish are not ve^ 
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heroes; but you have not, Sir, and 70a cannothave, who 
have forswom our Lady and the choir of saints, the same 
divine protection, the same celestial mission, which enables 
the Catholic cavalier single-banded to cbase a thousand 
Paynims." 

And Don Guzman crossed bimself devoutlv , and mutter- 
ed lialf-a-dozen Ave Marias in succession, while Amyas rode 
silently by bis side, utterly pnzzled at this stränge Com- 
pound of sbrewdness witb fanaticism, of perfect bigb- 
breeding witb a boastfttlness wbicb in an Engüsbman would 
have been the sure mark of vulgarity. 

At li^t came a letter from Sir Bichard Grenvile, cottpli- 
menting Amyas on bis success and promotion, bearing a lolig 
and eourtly message to Don Guzman, (wbom örenvilfc bad 
known wben be was in the Mediterranean, at the battle of 
Ijepanto,) and offe^ring to receive bim as bis own guest at 
Bideford, tili bis ransom sbould airire ; a proposition wbicb 
the Spaniard (wbo of course was getting sufficiently tired of 
the Irisb bogs) could not but gladly accept; and one of 
Winterte ships, returning to England in the spring of 1581, 
delivered duly at the quay of Bideford the body of Don 
Gufman Maria Magdalena. Raleigb , after forming for that 
snmmer one of the triumvirate by wbicb Munster was 
govemed after Ormond's departure, at last got bis wish, and 
departed for England and the court; and Amyas wm left 
alone witb the snipes and yellow mantles for t^o more weary 
years. 
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CHAPTEE X. l 

HOW THE MAYOB OF BIDEFORD BAITED HISJhOOK WITH 
HIB OWN FLE8H. 

**And therewith he blent^ and cried ha! 
As though he had been stricken to the harte.** 

Palamon and Arcile." '. 

' So it befell to Chaucer's knight in prison ; and s6 it befeO 
also to Don Guzman; and it befell on this wise. 

He settled down quietly enongh at Bideford on his pa- 
role , in better quarters than he had occupied for manj a 
day, and took Üiings as they came, Ifke a trae soldier of 
fortune; tili, after he had been with Grenvile hardly a 
month, old Salteme the Mayor came to supper. 

Now Don Gruzman , however much he might be pozzled 
at first at our stränge EngUsh ways of asking burghers and 
such low-bred folk to eat and drink above the salt, in the 
Company of noble persons, was quite gentleman enough to 
know thatBichard Grenvile was gentleman enough to do 
only what was correct, and according to the customs and 
proprieties. So after shrugging the Shoulders of his spirit, 
he submitted to eat and drink at the same board with a 
tradesman who sat at a desk, and made up ledgers, and 
took apprentices ; and hearing him talk with Grenvile neither 
unwiselynor in a vulgär fashion, actually, before the even- 
ing was out, condescended to exchange words with him 
himself. Whereon he found him a very i^rudent and courte- 
ous person, quite aware of the Spaniard's superior rank, 
andmaking him feel, in every sentence, that he was aware 
thereof; and yet holding his own opihion, and assertinghis 
own rights as a wise eider, in a fashion which the Spaniard 
had only seen before among the merchant princes of Grenoa 
and Venice. 



1 
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At the end of sapper , Salteme asked Grenvile to do bis 
bomble roof the honoor, &c. &c., of supping vßüi him the 
nezt erening; and then tuming to the Don, said quite 
franklj, that he knew how great a condescension it would < 
be on the part of a nobleman of Spain to sit at the board of a 
simple merchant: bat that if the Spaniard deigned to do him 
such a favouT) he woald find that the cheer was fit enoagh 
foranjrank, whatsoever the Company mightbe; which in- 
vitation Don Gozman, being on Üie whole glad enoagh of 
anything to amase him, gracioasly condescended to accept, 
and gained thereby an excellent sapper, and, if he had 
chosen to drink it, mach good wine. 

Now Mr. Salteme was, of course, as a wise merchant, 
as ready as any man for an adventure to foreign parts, as 
was afterwards proved by bis great ezertions in the settle- 
mentof Virginia; and he was, therefore, eqaally ready to 
rack the brains of any gnest whom he suspected of knowing 
anything conceming stränge lands ; and so he thought no 
shame , first to try to loose bis guest's tongue by mach good 
sack, and next to ask him pradent and well concocted ques- 
tions concerning the Spanish main, Pera, the Molaccas, 
China, thelndies, and all parts. 

The first of which schemes failed ; for the Spaniard was 
as abstemious as any monk , and drank little bat water ; the 
second succeeded not over well, for the Spaniard was as 
canning as any fox , and answered little bat wind. 

In the midst of which tongue -fence in came the Rose 
ofTorridge, looking as beautiful as usual; and hearing what 
they^ereupon, added, artlessly enough , her questions to 
her father's ; to her Don Guzman could not but answer ; and 
withoat revealing any very important commercial secrets, 
gave bis host and bis host's daughter a very amusing 
evening. 

Now little Eros, though spirits like Frank Leigh's may 

choose to call him (as, perhaps, he really is to Ibem) the 

«Idest of the gods , and the son of Jove and Venus, yet is re- 

ported by other equally good authorities , as Burton has set 

Westward Uo! L 17 
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forth in bis "Anatomy of Melancholy," to be afterallonly 
the child of idleness and fulness of bread. To whicb scan- 
dalous calumny the thonghts of Don Guzman^s heart gave at 
leastacertaincolour; forbebeing idle, (as captives needs 
must be,) and also füll of bread, (for Sir Richard kept a very 
good table,) had already looked round for mere amusement's 
sake after some one'with whom to fall in love. Lady Gren- 
•yile, as nearest, was, Iblushto say, thought of first: but 
the Spaniard was a man of honour, and Sir Richard his host; 
so he put away from his mind (with a self-denial on which he 
plumed himself much) the pleasure of a chase equally ex- 
citing to his pride and bis love crf danger. As for the sinful- 
ness of the said chase, he of course l£ought no more of that 
than other southem Europeans did then, or than (I blush 
again to have to say it) the English did afterwards in the 
days of the Stuarts. Nevertheless , he had put Lady Gren- 
vile out of his mind; and so left room to take Rose Salteme 
into it, not with any distinct purpose of wronging her: but, 
asi saidbefore, half to amuse himself, and half, too, be- 
cause he could not help it. For there was an innocent fresh- 
ness about the Rose of Torridge, fond as she was of being 
admired, which was new to him and most attractive. " The 
train of the peacock," as he said to himself, "and yet the 
heart of the dove," made so charming a combination, that if 
he could have persuaded her to love no one but him, perhaps 
he might become fool enough to love no one but her. And 
at that thought he was seized with a very panic of prudence, 
and resolved to keep out of her way ; and yet the days ran 
slowly, and Lady Grenvile when at home was stupid enough 
to talk and think about nothing but her husband; and when 
she went toStow, and left the Don alöne in one corner of the 
great house at Bideford, what could he do but lounge down 
to the butt-gardens to shöw off his fine black cloak and fine 
black feather, see the shooting, have a game or two of 
rackets with the youngsters, a game or two of bowls with 
the eiders, and get himself invited home to supper byMr. 
Salteme? 
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And there, of course, he hadit all bis own way, and 
ruled the roast (which he was fond enough of doing) right 
TOjallyj not only on account of his rank, but because he 
had something to say worth hearing, as a travelled man. 
For those times were the day-dawn of English commerce; 
and not a merchant inBideford, or in all England, but had 
his imagination all on fire with projects of discoveries, com- 
paniesy Privileges, patents, and Settlements; with gallant 
rivalry of the brave adventores of Sir Edward Osbome and 
his new London Company of Turkey Merchants; with the 
Privileges just granted by the Sultan Murad Khan to the 
English f with the worthy Levant voyages of Roger Boden- 
harn in the great bark Aucher, and of John Fox, and 
Lawrence Aldersey, and John Bule; and with hopes from 
the vast door for Mediterranean trade, which the crushing of 
the Venetian power at Famagusta inCyprus, and the alliance 
made between Elizabeth and the Grand Turk, had just 
thrown open. So not a word could fall from the Spaniard 
about the Mediterranean but took root at once in right fertile 
soil. Besides, Master Edmund Hogan had been on a suc- 
cessful embassy to the Emperor of Morocco ; John Hawkins 
and George Fenner had been to Guinea, (and with the latter 
Mr. Walter Wren, a Bideford man,) and had traded there 
formusk andcivet, gold and grains; and African news was 
beeoming almost as valuable as West Indian. Moreover, 
but two months before had gone from London Captain Hare 
in the bark Minion, for Brazil, and a Company of adven- 
turers with him, with Sheffield hardware, and "Devonshire 
and northem kerseys," hollands and "Manchester cottons," 
for there was a great opening for English goods by the help 
of one John Whithall, who had married a Spanish heiress, 
and had an ingenio and slaves in Santos. (Don't smile, 
reaäer, or despise the day of small things, and those who 
sowed the seed whereof you reap the mighty harvest) In 
the meanwhile, Drake had proved not merely the possibility 
of plundering the American coasts, but of establishing an 
East Indian trade; Frobisher and Davis, worthy forefathers 

17* 
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of our Parrys and Franklins, had begun to bore their way 
upward through the northem ice, in search of a passage 
to China which should avoid the dangers of the Spanish 
seas; and Anthony Jenkinson, not the least of English 
travellerS) had, in six-and-twenty years of travel in behalf 
of the Muscovite Company, penetrated into not merely 
Knssia and theLevant, butPersia and Armenia, Bokhara, 
Tartary, Siberia, and those waste Aretie shores where, 
thirty years before , the brave Sir Hugh Willoughby, 

"In Arzina caught, 
Perished with all bis crew.** 

Everywhere' English commerce, under the genial ffanshine 
of Elizabeth's wise rule, was spreading and taking root; and 
asDon Guzman talked with his new friends, he soon saw, 
(for he was shrewd enough,) that they belonged to a race 
which must be exterminated if Spain int^nded to become (as 
she did intend) the mistress of the world ; and that it was not 
enough for Spain to have seized in the Pope's name the 
whole new world, and claimed the exclnsive right to sail the 
seas of America; not enough to have crushed the Hollanders; 
not enough to have degraded the Venetians into her bankers, 
and the Genoese into her mercenaries; not enough to have 
incorporated into herseif, with the kingdom of Portugal, the 
whole East Indian trade of Portugal, while these fierce 
islanders remained to assert, with cunning policy and texts 
of Scripture, and, if they failed, with sharp shot andcold 
steel, free seas and free ti*ade for all the nations upon earth. 
He saw it, and his countrymen saw it too ; and therefore the 
Spanish Armada came: but of that hereafter. And Don 
Guzman knew also, by hard experience, that these same 
islanders, who sat in Salteme*s parlour talking broad Devon 
through their noses, were no mere counters of money and 
hucksters of goods; but men who, though they thoroughly 
hated fighting, and loved making money instead, could 
fight, upon occasion, after a very dogged and terrible 
fashion, as well as the bluest blood in Spain; and who sent 
out their merchant ships armed up to the teeth , and filled 
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with men wHo had been trained from childhood to use those 
arms, and had Orders to use them without merby if either 
Spaniard, Portugal, or other create(l being, daredtostop 
their money-makmg. And one evening he waxed quite mad, 
when, after having civilly enough hinted that if Englishmen 
came where they had no right to come, they might find them- 
selves sent back again, he was answered by a volley of — 

«We'llseethat, Sir." 

"Depends on who says *No right.' " 

"You found might right," said another, "when you 
claimed the Indian seas; we may find right might when we 
try them." 

"Try them, then, gentlemen, by all means, if it shall 
so please your worships; and find the sacred flag of Spain 
as invincible as ever was the Roman eagle." 

" We have , Sir. Did you ever hear of Francis Drake ? " 

" Or of George Fenner and the Portugals at the Azores; 
one against seven?" 

" Or of John Hawkins, at St Juan d'Ulloa?" 

"You are insolent burghers," said Don Guzman, and 
rose to go. 

"Sir," said oldSalteme, "as you say, we are burghers 
and piain men, and some of us have forgotten ourselves a 
little, perhaps; we must beg you to forgive our want of 
mann^s, and to put it down to the strengthofmywine; for 
insolent we never meant to be, especially to a noble genüe^ 
man and a foreigner." 

ButtheDonwouldnotbepacified; and walked out, call- 
ing himself an ass and a blinkard for having demeaned him« 
seif to such a Company, forgetting that he had brought it on 
himself. 

Salteme (prompted by the great devil Mammon) came up 
to him nezt day, and begged pardon again; promising, 
moreoverj that none of those who had been so rüde should 
be henceforth asked to meet him, if he would deign to ho- 
jQOur his house once more. And the Don actually was ap- 
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peased, and went there the very next evening, sneering at 
himself the whole time for going. 

*'Fool that I am! that girl has bewitched me, I believe. 
Golmust, andeatmyshareofdirt, for her sake." 

So he went; and, cunningly enough, hinted to old Sal- 
teme that he had taken such a fancy to him, and feit so 
bound by bis conrtesy and hospitality, that he migbt not 
object to teil him things which he woiüd not mention to 
every one ; for that the Spaniards were not jealous of single 
traders , but of any general attempt to deprive them of their 
hard-eamedwealth: that, ho weyer, in the meanwhile, there 
were plenty of opportunities for one man here and there to 
enrich himself , &c. 

Old Salteme, shrewd as he was, had bis weak point, 
and the Spaniard had touched it; and delighted at this op- 
portunity of leaming the mysteries of the Spanish monopoly, 
he often actually setRose on to draw out the Don, without 
a fear (so blind does money make men) lest she might be 
herseif drawn in. For, first, he held it as impossible that 
she would think of maWying a Popish Spaniard as of marry- 
ingthemanin the moon; and, next, as impossible that he 
would think of marrying a burgher's daughter as of many- 
ing a negress ; and trusted that the religion of the one, and 
the family pride of the other, would keep them as separate 
as beings of two different species. And as for love without 
marriage, if such a possibility ever crossed him, the thought 
was rendered absurd ; on Rose's part by her virtue, on which 
the old man (and rightly) would have staked every farthing 
hehadonearth; and on the Don's part, by a certain Human 
fondness for the continuity of the carotid artery and the 
parts adjoining, for which (and that not altogether jusüy, 
seeing that Don Guzman cared as little for bis own life as he 
did for bis neighbour's) Mr. Salteme gave him credit. And so 
it came to pass, that for weeks and months, themerchanfs 
house was Üie Don's favourite bannt , and he saw the Rose of 
Torridge daily, and the Rose ofTorridgeheard him. 

And as for her, poor child, she had never seen such a i 
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man. He had, or seemed to hare, all the high-bred grace 
of Frank, and yet he was cast in a manlier mould; he had 
just enongh of his nation's proud self-assertion to make a 
woman bow before him as before a superior, and yet tact 
enough to let it very seldom degenerate into that boastful- 
ness of which the Spaniards were then so often and so justly 
accused. He had manrels to teil by flood and field as many 
and more than Amyas ; and he told ikem with a graee and an 
eloqnence of which modest, simple, old Amyas possessed 
nothing. Besides, hewasonthespot, and the Leighs were 
not, nor indeed were any of her old lovers ; and what conld 
she do bntamuse herseif with the only person who came to 
band? 

So thonght, in time, more ladies than she; for the 
county, the north of it at least, was all but bare just then 
of young gallants, what with the Netherland wars and the 
Irish wars ; and the Spaniard became soon welcome at every 
house for many a mile roimd, and made nse of his welcome 
80 freely, and received so much unwonted attention from 
fair young dames, that his head might have been a little 
tumed, and Rose Salteme have thereby escaped, had not 
Sir Richard delicately given him to understand, that in spite 
of the free and easy manners of English ladies, brothers 
were just as jealous, and ladies' honours at least as inez- 
pugnable , as in the land of demureness and Duennas. Don 
Guzman took the hint well enough, and kept on as good 
terms with the country gentlemen as with their daughters ; 
and to teil the truth, the cunning soldier of fortime found 
his account in being intimate with all the ladies he could , in 
Order to prevent old Salteme from fancying that he had any 
peculiar predilection for Mistress Rose. 

Nevertheless , Mr. Salteme's parlour, being nearest to 
him, still remained his most common haunt; where, while 
he discoursed for hours about, 

** Antres vast and deserts idle. 
And of the cannibals that each other eat, 
Of Anthropophagi , and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their Shoulders/' 



264 HOW MR. SALTERNE BATTED HIS HOOK 

to the boundless satisfaction of poorBose'sfancy, hetook 
care to season bis discourse wiüi scraps of mercantile in- 
formation, which kept the old merchant always expectant 
and hankering for more , and made it worÜi bis wbile to ask 
tbe Spaniard in again and again. 

And bis stories, certainly, were wortb bearing. He 
seemed to bave been everywbere, and to bave seen every- 
tbing: bom in Peru, and sent bome to Spain at ten years 
old; brongbt up in Italy; a soldier in the Levant: anad- 
venturer to tbe East Indies; again in America, first in the 
islands , and then in Mexico. Tben back again to Spain, 
and thence to Rome , and thence to Ireland. Sbipwrecked; 
captive among savages; looking down the craters of vol- 
canoes ; banging about all tbe courts of Europe ; fighting 
Turks , Indians , lions , elephants , alligators , and wbat not? 
at five-and-tbirty he had seen enougb for three lives, and 
knew bow to make tbe best of wbat he had seen. 

He had shared, as a lad, in tbe borrors of the memo- 
rable siege of Famagusta , and had escaped , he bardly knew 
bimself bow, from tiie bands of the victorious Tnrks; and 
from the certainty (if he escaped being flayed alive or em- 
paled, as most of the captive officers were) ofending bis life 
as a Janissary at tbe Sultan^s court. He had been at the 
Battle of tbe Three Kings; had seen Stukely bome down 
bya hundred lances, unconquered even in death; andJiad 
beld upon bis knee tbe bead of tbe dying king of Portugal. 

And now, as he said to Rosfe one evening, wbat had 
he left on earth, but a heart trampled as hard as the pave- 
ment? Whom had he to love? Wholovedhim? He had 
nothing for which to live but fame : and even that was denied 
to bim , a prisoner in a foreign land. 

*^Had he no kindred, then?" asked pitying Rose. 

"My two sisters are in a convent; — they had neitber 
money nor beaiuty ; so they are dead to me. My brother is a 
Jesuit, so he is dead to me. My fatber feil by the bands of 
Indians in Mexico; my motber, apenniless widow, iscom- 
panion , duenna — whatsoever they may choose to call it — 
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carrying fans and lap-dogs for some princess or other there 
inSeviUe, ofno better blood than herseif ; and I — devil! I 
have lost even my sword — and so fares the hoase of De 
Soto." 

Don Guzman, of course, intended to be pitied, and 
pitied he was accordingly. And then he would tum the con- 
Yersation , and begin telling Italian ^tories , after the Italian 
fashion, according to his auditory; the pathetic ones when 
Rosewas present, the raey ones when she was absent; so 
that Rose had wept'over Üie sorrow« of Juliet and Desde- 
mona, and over many another moving tale, long before 
they were ever enacted on an English stage, and the Kbs of 
the Bideford worthies had shaken to^any a jest which 
Cinthio and Bandellp's ghosts must come and make for 
themselves over again if they wish them to be remembered, 
for I shall lend them no shove toward immortality. 

And so on, and so on. What need of more words? Be- 
fore a year was out, Rose Salteme was far more in love with 
Don Guzman than he with her; and both suspected each 
other*s mind, though neither hinted at the truüi; she from 
fear, and he, to teil the truth, from sheer Spanish pride of 
blood. For he soon began to find out that he inust com- 
promise that blood by marrying the heretic burgher's daugh» 
ter, or all his labour would be thrown away. 

He had seen with much astonishment, and then prac- 
tised with much pleasure, that graceful old English fashion 
of saluting every lady on the cheek at meeting, which (like 
the old Dutch fashion of asking young ladies out to feasts 
without their mothers) used to give such cause of brutal 
calumny and scandal to the coarse minds of Romish visitors 
from the Continent; and he had seen, too, fuming with 
jealous rage, more than one Bideford burgher, redolent 
of onions, profane in that way the velvet cheek of Rose 
Salteme. 

So, one day, he offered his salute in like wise; but he 
did it when she was alone ; for something within (perhaps a 
guilty conscience) whispered that it might be hardly politic 
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to make the proffer in her £either*8 presence : however , to his 
astoniBhment, he received a prompt thongh quiet rebuff. 

"No, Sir; you shoiüdknow that my cheek is not for 
you." 

"Why," Said he, stifling his anger, '4t seems free 
enough to every counter-jumper in the town! " 

Was it love , or simple innocence, which made her answer 
apologetically? *" 

'^ Tme , Don Guzman ;* but they are my equals.'' 

"Andl?" 

**Yoa are a nobleman, Sir; and should recollect that 
you af e one." 

''Weil/' Said h^ forcing a sneer, *4t isa stränge taste 
to prefer the shopkeeper ! *' 

"Prefer?" said she, forcing a laugh in her tum; "it is 
a mere form among us. They are notibing to me , I can teil 
you." 

'^Andl, then, lessthan nothing?" 

Rose turned very red; but she had nerve to answer — 

"And why should you be anything to me? You have 
condescended too much, Sir, already to us, in giving us 
many a — many a pleasant evening. You must condescend 
no further. You wrong yourself, Sir, and me too. No, 
Sir; not a step nearer! — I will not! A salute between 
equals means nothing: but between you and me — I vow, 
Sir, if you do not leave me this moment, I will complain to 
my father." 

" Do so , Madam ! I care as little for your father's anger, 
as you for my misery," 

"Cruel!" criedRose, trembling from head to foot 

"1 love you, Madam!" cried he, throwing himself at 
her feet. " I adore you ! Ne ver mention difiPerences of rank 
to me more; for I have forgotten them; forgotten all but 
love, all but you, Madam! My light, my load-star, my 
princess, my goddess! You see where my pride is gone; 
remember I plead as a suppliant, a beggar — though one 
wli^o may be one day a prince , a king ! ay , and a prince now. 
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a very Lucifer of pride to all except to you; to you a wretch 
who grovels at yonr feet , and cries , ' Have mercy on me , on 
my lonelinesB, my homelessness, my friendlessness.' Ah, 
Böse (Madam I shonld have said, forgiye the madness of my 
passion) , you know not the heart which you break. Gold 
Northems , you little dream how a Spaniard can love. Love? 
Worship, rather; asiworship you, Madam; asibless the 
captivity which brought me Üie sight of you, and theruin 
which first made me rieh. Isitpossible, Saints and Virgin! 
do my own tears deceive my eyes, or are theretears, too, 
in those radiant orbs?" 

"Go, Sir!" cried poor Rose, recovering herseif sud- 
denly; "and let me never see you moje." And, as a last 
Chance for life , she darted out of the room. 

" Your slaye pbeys you , Madam , and kisses your hands 
and feet for ever and a day," said the cunning Spaniard, and 
drawing himself up, walked serenely out of l£e house; while 
she , poor fool, peeped after him out of her window up-stairs, 
and her heart sank within her as she watched his janty and 
careless air. 

How much ofthat rhapsody of his was honest, how much 
premeditated, I cannot teil; tiliough she, poor child, began 
to fancy that it was all a set speech , when she found that he 
had really taken her at her word, and set foot no more 
within her father's house. So she reproached herseif for the 
cruelest of women; settled, that if he died, she shouldbe 
his murderess; watched for him to pass at the window, in 
hopes that he might look up, and then hid herseif in terror 
the moment he appeared round the comer; and so forth, and 
so forth: — one love-making is very Uke another, and has 
been so, I suppose, since that first blessed marriage in 
Paradise, when Adam and Eye made no love at all, but 
found it ready-made for them from heaven; and really it is 
fiddling while Rome is buming, to spend more pages over 
the sorrows of poor little Rose Salteme, while the destinies 
of Europe are hanging on the marriage between Elizabeth 
and Anjou; and Sir Humphrey Gilbert is stirring heaven 
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and earth, and Devonsliire, of course, as the most im- 
portant portion of the said earth, to carry oat his donnant 
patent, which will give to England in due time (we are not 
jesting now) Newfoundland, Nova Scotia, and Canada, and 
the Northern States; and to Humphrey Gilbert himself 
something better than a new world, namely another world, 
and a crown of glory therein which never fades away. 
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CHAPTER XL 

BCOW EUSTACE LEIGH MET THE POPE'S LEGATE. 

"Misguided, rash, intruding fool , farewelll 
Thoa see'st to be too basy is some danger." 

Hamlet. 

It is the spring of 1582-3. The gray March skies are 
curdling hard and high above black mountain peaks. The 
keen March wind is sweeping harsh and dry across a dreary 
sheet of bog, still red and yellow with the stains of winter 
frost. One brown knoll alone breaks the waste , and on it a 
few leafless wind-clipt oaks stretch their moss-grown arms, 
like giant hairy spiders, above a desolate pool which erisps 
and shivers in the biting breeze , while &om beside its brink 
rises a moumful cry, and sweeps down, faint and fitful, amid 
the howling of the wind. 

Along the brink of the bog, picking their road among 
crumbling rocks and green spongy Springs, a Company of 
English soldiers are pushing fast, clad cap-k-pi^ inhelmet 
andqniltedjerkin, with arquebuse on Shoulder, and pikes 
trailing behind tbem; stem steadfastmen, who, twoyears 
since, were working the guns at Smerwick fort, and have 
since then seen many a bloody fray, and shall see more be- 
fore they die. Two captains ride before them on shaggy 
ponies, the taller in armour, stained and rusted with many a 
storm and fray, the other in brilliant inlaid cuirass and 
helmet, gaudy sash and plume, and sword hilt glittering 
with gold, a quaint contrast enough to the meagre garron 
which carries him and his finery. Beside them, secured by 
a cord which a pikeman has fastened to his own wrist, trots 
a bare-legged Irish kerne, whose only clothing is his ragged 
yellow mantle, and the unkempt *^glib" of hair, through 
whicl^ his eyes peer out, right and left, in mingled fp' 
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and sullenness. He is the guide of the Company, in their 
hunt after the rebel Baltinglas; and woe to him if he play 
them false. 

<'A pleasant country, truly, CaptainRaleigh/' saysthe 
dingy officer to the gay one. "I wonder höw, having once 
escaped from itto Whitehall, you have the courage to come 
back and spoil that gay suit with bog- water and mud." 

"A very pleasant country, my Mend Amyas; what you 
say in jest , I say in eamest" 

"^Uo! Our tastes have changed places. I am sick of 
it abready, as you foretold. Woiüd heaven that I coold hear 
of 8ome adventure westward ho ! and find these big bones 
swinging in a hammock once more. Pray what has made 
you so suddenly in love with bog and rock, that you come 
back to tramp them with us? I thought you had spied out 
the nakedness of the land long ago." 

"Bog and rock? Nakedness of the land? What is 
needed here but prudence and skill , justice and law? This 
soil, see, is fat enough, if men were here to tili it. These 
rocks — who knows what minerals they may hold ? I hear of 
gold and jewels found already in divers parts; and Daniel, 
my brother Humphrey's Grerman assayer, assures me that 
these rocks are of the very same kind as those which yield 
the silver in Peru. Tut, man! if her gracious Majesty 
would but bestow on me some few square miles of this same 
wildemess , in aeven years^ time I would make it blossom 
like the rose , by God*s good help." 

" Humph ! I should be more inclined to stay here then." 

"So you shall, and be my agent, if you will, to get in 
my mine-rents, and my com-rents, and my fishery-rents , eh? 
Could you keep accounts , old knight of the bear's paw? " 

" Well enough for such short reckonings as yours would 
be, on the profit side at least. Nö, no — I*d sooner carry 
lime all my days from Cauldy to Bideford, than pass 
another twelvemonth in the land of Ire, among the chil- 
dren of wrath. There is a curse upon the face of the eartfa, 
1 believe." 
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*^ There is no curse upon it, save the old one of man's sin 
— * Thorns and thisties it shall bring forth to thee.' But if 
you root up the thorns and thisties, Amyas, I knoir no fiend 
who can prevent yonr growing wheat instead ; and if you tili 
the ground like a man, you plough and h^rrow away nature's 
curse, and other fahles of i|ie schoolmen beside," added he, 
in that daring fashion which afterwards obtained for him 
(and never did good Christian less deserve it) the Imputa- 
tion of Atheism. 

^'It is sword and bullet, I think, that are needed here, 
before plough and harrow, to clear away some of the curse. 
Until a few more of these Irish lords are gone where the Des- 
monds are, there is no peace for Ireland." 

"Hmnph! not so far wrong, I fear. And yet — Irish 
lords? These very traitors are bettet English blood than 
we who hunt them down. When Yeo here slew the Desmond 
the other day, he no more let out a drop of Irish blood, than 
if he had slain the Lord Deputy himself." 

" His blood be on his own head," said Yeo. " He looked 
as wild a savage as the worst of them, more shame to him; 
and the Ancient here had nigh cut off his arm before he told 
US who he was : and then, your worship, having a price upon 
his head, and like to bleed to death too." — 

"Enough, enöugh, goodfellow," saidBaleigh. "Thou 
hast done what was given thee to do. Strange, Amyas, is 
it not? Noble Normans sunk into savages — Hibemis 
ipsis hibemiores! Is there some uncivilizlng venom in 
theair?" 

^'Some venom, at least, which makes Englishmen trai- 
tors. But the Irish themselves are well enough, if their 
tyrants would let them be. See now, what more faithful 
liegeman has her Majesty than the Inchiquin, who, they say, 
is Prince of Themond, and shpuld be king of all Ireland, if 
e very man had his right ? " 

**Don't talk of rights in the land of wrongs, man. But the 
Inchiquin knows well that the true Irish Esau has no worse 
enemy than his supplanter, the Norman Jacob. And yet. 
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Amyas, are even these men worse than wemightbe, if we 
had been bred up masters over the bodies and souls of men^ 
in some remote land where law and order had never come? 
Look at this Desmond, brought up a savage among savages, 
a Papist among Papists, a despot among slaves ; a thoußand 
easy maidens deeming it honour to serye bis pleasure, a 
thousand wild ruffians deeming it piety to fiilfil bis re- 
venge : and let him that is without sin among us cast the first 
stone." 

"Ay," went on Raleigh to himself, as the conversation 
dropped. <<What hadst thou been, Raleigh, hadst thou 
been that Desmond whose lands thou now desirest? What 
wilt thou be when thou hast them? Will thy children sink 
downwards , as these noble barons sank? Will the genius 
of tyranny and falsehood find soil within thy heart to grow 
and ripen fruit? What guarantee has thou for doing better 
here than those who went before thee? Andyet: cannot I 
do justice, and love mercy? Can I not establish planta- 
tions, build and sow, and make the desert Valleys laugh 
with com? Shall I not have my Spenser with me , to fill me 
with all noble thoughts, and raise my soul to bis heroic 
pitch? Is not this true knight-errantry , to redeem to peace 
and use , and to the glory of that glorious Queen whom God 
has given to me, a generous soil and a more generous race? 
Trustful and tender-hearted they are — none more; and if 
they be fickle and passionate, will not that very söftness of 
temper, which makes them so easily led to evil, make them 
as easy to be led towards good? Yes — here, away from 
Courts, aijaong a people who should bless me as their bene- 
factor and deliverer — what golden days might be mine ! 
And yet — is this but another angeFs mask from that same 
cunning fiend Ambition's stage? And will my house be in- 
*deed the house of God, the foundations of which are loyalty, 
-and its bulwarks righteousness, and not the house of Fame, 
whose walls are of the soap-bubble, and its floor a sea of 
glass mingled with fire? I would be good and great — When 
will the day come when I shall be content to be good, and 
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yet not great, like this same simple Leigh, toiling on by my 
side to do bis duty, with no more thought for the morrow 
than the birds of God ? Greatness ? I have tasted that cup 
within the last twelve months ; do I not know that it is sweet 
inthemouth, but bitter in the belly? Greatness? And was 
not Essex great, and John ofAustria great, andDesmond 
great, whose race , but three short years ago , had stood for 
ages higher than I shall ever hope to elimb — oastles, and 
lands, and slaves by thousands, and five hundred gentlemen 
of bis name , who had vowed to forswear God before they 
f orswore him ; and well have they kept their vow ! And now, 
dead in a torf-hovel, like a coney in a burrow ! Leigh, what 
noise was that?" 

"An Msh howl, I fancied: but it came from off the bog; 
it may be only a plover's cry." 

"Something not quite right, Sir Captain, to my mind," 
seid the Ancient. ^' They have ugly stories here of pucks 
and banshees , and what not of ghosts. There it was again, 
wailing just like a woman. They say th^banshee cried all 
night before Desmond was slain." 

"Perhaps, then, this one may be crying for Baltinglas ; 
for bis tum is likely to come next — not that I belle ve in such 
<)ld wives' tales." 

" Shamus , fmy man ," said Amyas to the guido , " do you 
hear that cry in the bog? ". 

The guido put on the most stolid of faces, and answered 
in broken English : 

" Shamus hear nought. Perhaps — what you call him? — 
fishing in ta pool/* 

" An Otter, he means, and I believe he is right. Stay, no ! 
Did you not hear it then', Shamus? It was a woman*s 
voice." 

" Shamus is shick in his ears ever since Christmas." 

" Shamus will go after Desmond if he lies ," said Amyas. 
"Ancient, we had better send a few men to see what it Is; 
there may be a poor soul taken by robbers , or perhaps star- 
ying to death , as I have seeu many a one." 
Westward Ho! l. 18 
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"And I too , poor wretches ; and by no fault of their own 
or ours either : bat if their lords will fall to quarrelling , and 
then drive each other's cattle, and waste each other's lands, 
Sir, you know — " 

"Iknow," saidAmyas, impatiently; "why dost not take 
themen, andgo?" 

"Cry you mercy, noble Captain: but — I fear nothing 
born of woman." 

"Well , what ofthat? " said Amyas, with a smile. 

"But these pucks, Sir. The wild Irish do say that Üiey 
haunt the pools; and they do no manner of härm, Sir, when 
you are Coming up to Üiem; but when you are past, Sir, 
they jump on your back like to apes, Sir, — and who can 
tackle that manner of fiend ? '* 

"Why, then, by thine own showing, Ancient," said 
ßaleigh, "thou may*st go and see all safely enough, and 
then if the puck jumps on thee as thou comest back, just run 
in with him here, and I *11 buy him of thee for a noble; or 
thou may'st keep him in a cage , and make money in London 
by showing him for a monster." 

" Good heavens forefend , Captain Baleigh ! but you talk 
rashly ! But if I must , Captain Leigh : — 

*Where duty calls 
To brazen walls , 
How baae the slave wbo flinches.* 

Lads, who *11 follow me? " 

"Thou askest for volunteers, as if thou wert to lead a 
forlom hope. Pull away at the usquebaugh, man, and 
swallow Dutch courage , since thine English is oozed away. 
Stay; I'Ugomyself." 

"And I with you," said Ealeigh. "As the Queen's true 
knight-errant, I am bound to be behind-hand in no ad- 
venture. Who knows but we may find a wicked magician, 
just going to cut off the head of some safi&on-mantled prin- 
cess?" and he dismounted. 

" Oh , Sirs, Sirs, to endanger your precious — " 

"Pooh," said Raleigh, "I wear an amulet, and have a 
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spell of art-magic at my tongue's end , whereby, Sir Ancient, 
neither can a ghost see me , nor I see them. Come with us, 
Yeo, the Desmond-slajer, and we will shame the devil, or be 
shamed by him." 

'^ He may shame me, Sir, buthewillneverfrightenme:" 
quoth Yeo ; " but the bog , Captains? " 

V '* Tut! Devonshire men, and heath-trotters bom, and not 
know OUT way over a peat-moor ! " 

And the lliree strode away. 

They splashed and scrambled for some quarter of a mile 
to the knoÜ , while the cry became louder and louder as they 
neared. 

''That 's neither ghost nor otter, Sirs, but a true Irish 
howl, as Captain Leigh said ; and I '11 Warrant Master Shamus 
knew as much long ago," said Yeo. 

^** And in fact, they could now hear plainly the "Ochone, 
Ochonorie," of some wild woman; and scrambling over the 
boulders of the knoU , in another minute came fall upon her. 

She was a young girl, sluttish and unkempt, of course, 
but fair enough 5 her only covering, as usual , was tba^amplr ' 
yellow mantle. There she sat upon a stone , teaiing her 
black dishevelled hair, and every now and then throwing up 
her head , and bursting into a long moumfiü cry, " for all the 
World," as Yeo said, "like a dumb four-footed hound, and 
not a Christian soul." 

On her knees lay the head of a man of middle age , in the 
long Soutane of a Bomish priest. One look at the attitude 
of his limbs told them that he was dead. 

The two paused in awe ; and ßaleigh's spirit , susceptible 
of all poetical Images , feit keenly that stränge scene, — the 
bleak and bitter sky, the shapeless bog, the stunted trees, 
the savage girl alone with the corpse in that utter deso- 
lation. And as she beut her head over the still face, and 
called wildly to him who heard her not, and then, utterly 
unmindfiil of the intruders, sent up again that dreary wail 
into the dreaiy air , they feit a sacred horror , which almost 

Ib* 
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made them tum away, and leave her unquestioned: but 
Yeo, whose nerves were of tougher fibre, asked quietly, — 
f "Shall I go and search the fellow, Captain?" 

"Better, I think," said Amyas. 

Baleigh went gently to the girl, and spoke to her in 
English. She looked up at him, his armour and his plome, 
witit wide and wondering eyes, and then shook her head, 
and retumed to her lamentation. 

ßaleigh gently laid his band onher arm, and lifted her 
up, while Yeo and Amyas beut over the corpse. 

It was the body of a large and coarse-featured man: but 
wasted and shrunk as if by famine to a very skeleton. The 
hands and legs were cramped up , and the trunk bowed to- 
gether, as if the man had died of cold or famine. Yeo drew 
back the clothes from the thin bosom, while the girl scream- 
ed and wept, but made no effort to stop him. 

"Ask her who it is? Yeo , you know a little Irish," said 
Amyas. 

He asked, but the girl made no answer. "Thestubbom 
jade won*t teil, ofcourse, Sir. If she were but a man, I'd 
make her soon enough." 

"Ask her who killed him?" 

"Noone," shesays; "andibelieve she says true, fori 
can find no wound. The man has been starved, Sirs, as I am 
a sinful man. God help him , though he is a priest : and yet 
he seems fiill enough down below. What's here? A big 
pouch, Sirs, stuffedfullof somewhat" 

"Handithither." 

The two opened the pouch ; papers, papers, but no scrap 
of food. Then a parchment. They unroUed it. 

"Latin," said Amyas; "you must construe, Don Scho- 
lar." 

"Is it possible?" saidRaleigh, aft^rreading amoment 
"This is indeed a prize ! This is Saunders himself ! " 

Yeo sprang up &om the body as if he had touched an 
adder. "Nick Saunders, the Legacy, Sir?" 

"JSicholas Saunders, the Legate." 
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"The villain! why did not he wait for me to have the 
comfort of killmg him? Dog!" and he kicked the corpse 
with his foot 

''Qmet! qniet! Remember the poor girl," said Amyas, 
asshe shrieked at the profanation, while Raleigh went on, 
half to himself. "YeSythisisSaanders. Misguidedfool, and 
this is the end ! To this thou hast come with thy plotting and 
thy conspiring, thy lying and thy boasting, consecrated 
banners and Pope's bolls, Agnus Deis and holy waters, the 
blessing of all saints and angels, and thy Lady of the im- 
maculate coneeption! Thou hast called on the Heavens 
to judge between thee and us, and here is their answerl 
What is that in his hand, Amyas? Giye it me. A pastoral 
epistle to the Earl of Ormond, and all nobles of the realm 
of Ireland; *To all who groanbeneath the loathsome ty- 
ranny of an Ülegitunate adulteress, &c. Nicholas Saunders, 
by the grace of God, Legate, &c.' Bah! and this forsooth 
was thy last meditation! Licorrigiblepedant! Victrix causa 
Diis placuit, sed victa Catoni ! " 

He ran his eye through various other documents , written 
in the nsual strain : füll of huge promises from the Pope and 
the Ring of Spain; frantic and filthy slanders against Eliza- 
beth, Burghley, Leicester,- Essex the eider, Sidney, and 
every great and good man (never mind of which party) who 
then upheld the conmionweal; bombastic attempts to terrify 
weak conseiences, by denouncing endless fire against those 
who opposed the true faith; fulsome ascriptions of martyr- 
dom and sanctity to every rebel and traitor who had been 
hanged for the last twenty years; wearisome arguments 
about the bull Li Coena Donuni, EHzabeth's ezconmiunica- 
tion, the nuUity of English law, the sacred duty of rebellion, 
the right to kill a prince impenitently heretical , and the Uke 
insanities and yillanies, which may be read at large in 
Camden, the Phoenix Britannicus, Fox^s Martyrs, or, surest 
of all, in the writings of the worthies themselves. 

With a gesture of disgust, Raleigh crammed the foul 
stuff back again into the pouch. Taking it with them , they 
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walked back to the Company, and then remounting, marched 
away once more towards the lands of the Desmonds; and 
the girl was lef t alone with the dead. 

An hour had passed, when another Englishman was 
Standing by the wailing girl, and round him a dozen shock- 
headed kemes, skene on thigh and javelin in band, were 
tossing about their tawny rags, and adding their lamenta- 
tions to those of the lonely watcher. 

The Englishman was Eustace Leigh ; a layman still, bat 
still at bis old work. By two years o^ intrigue and labour 
from one end of Ireland to the other, he had been trying to 
satisfy his conscience for rejecting "the higher calling" 
of the celibate; for mad hopes still lurked within that fieiy 
heart Hisbrowwaswrinklednow; his feajtures harshened; 
the scar upon his face , and the slight distortion which ac- 
companied it, was hidden by a bushy beard from all bnt 
himself ; and he never forgot it for a day, nor forgot who 
had given it to him. 

He had been with Desmond, wandering in moor and 
moss for many a month in danger of his Hfe; and now 
he was on bis way to James Fitz-Eustace, Lord Baltinglas, 
to bring him the news of Desmond's death ; and with him 
a remnant of the clan, who were either too stout-hearted, 
or too desperately stained with crime, to seek peace from 
the English, and, as their fellows did, find it at once and 
freely. 

There Eustace stood, looking down on all that was left 
of the most sacred personage of Ireland; the man who, as 
he once had hoped, was to regenerate his natiye land, and 
bring the proud Island of the west once more beneath that 
gentle yoke , in which united Christendom laboured for the 
commonweal of the universal church. There he was, and 
with him all Eustace's dreams, in the very heart of that 
«ountry which he' had vowed, and believed as he vowed, 
was ready to rise in arms as one man , even to the baby at 
the breast (so he had said), in vengeance againstthe Saxon 
heretic, and sweep the hated name of Englishman into the 
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deepest abysses of the aurge which walled her coasts; with 
Spain and the Pope to back him, and the wealth of the 
Jesuits at his command; in the midst of faithful Catholics, 
valiant soldiers, noblemen who had pledged themselves 
to die for the cause , serfs who worshipped him as a demigod 
— starved to death in a bog! It was a pretty piain verdict 
on the reasonableness of his expectations; but not to 
Eustace Leigh. 

It was a failure, of course; but it was an accident; in- 
deed, to have been expected, in a wicked world whose 
princeand master, as all knew, was the devil himself; in- 
deed, proof of the righteousness of the cause — for when 
had the true faith been other than persecuted and trampled 
under foot? If one came to think of it with eyes purified 
from the tears of camal impatience, what was it but a 
glorious marfyrdom? 

"Biest Saunders!" murmured Eustace Leigh; "let me 
die the death of the righteous, and let my last endbelike 
his! Ora pro me, most excellent martyr, while I dig thy 
grave upon this lonely moor, to wait there for thy transla- 
tion to one of those stately shrines , which, cemented by the 
blood of such as thee, shall hereafter rise restored to- 
ward heaven, to make this land once more 'The Isle of 
Saints.'" 

The corpse was buried; a few prayers said hastily ; and 
Eustace Leigh was away again, not now to find Baltinglas; 
for it was more than his life was worth. The girl had told 
him of the English soldiers who had passed, and he knew 
that they would reach the earl probably before he did. The 
game was np; all was lost So he retraced his steps, as a 
desperate resource, to the last place where he would be 
looked for; and after a month of disguising, hiding, and 
other expedients , found himself again in his native county 
of Devon, while Fitz-Eustace Viscount Baltinglas had taken 
ship for Spain, having got little by his famous argument to 
Ormond in hehalf of his joining the Church of Rome , "Had 
notthine ancestor, blessed Thomas of Canterbury, diedfor 
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the Church of Rome, thou hadst never been Earl of Or- 
mond." The premises were certainly sounder than those of 
his party were wont to be ; for it was to expiate the murder 
of that turbulent hero that the Ormond lands had been 
granted by Henry U.: but as for the conclusion thetefromy 
it was much on a par with the rest. 

And no w let us retum to Raleigh and Amyas , as they j og 
along their weary road. They have many thmgs to talk of ; 
for it is but three days since they met 

Amyas, as you see, is Coming fast into Raleigh's old opi- 
nion of Ireland. Raleigh, under the inspiration of a possible 
grant of Desmond's lands, looks on bogs and rocks trans- 
figured by his own hopes and fancy, as if by the glory of a 
rainbow. He looked at all things so, noble fellow, even 
thirty years after, whenold, womout, andruined; well for 
him had it been otherwise, and his heart had grown old with 
his head! Amyas, who knows nothing about Desmond*s 
lands, is puzzled at the change. 

"Why, what is this, Raleigh? You are like children 
sitting in the market-place , and nothing pleases .you. You 
wanted to get to court, and you have got there ; and are lord 
and master, I hear, or something very like it, already — and 
as soon as fortune stufiPs your mouth füll of sweet-meats, do 
you tum informer on her ? " 

Raleigh laughed significantly : but was silent. 

"And how is your friend, Mr. Secretary Spenser, who 
was with US at Smerwick?" 

"Spenser? He has thriven even as I have; and he has 
found, as I have, that in making one.friend at court you 
make ten foes; but 'Oderint dum metuant' is no more my 
motto than his, Leigh. I want to be great — great I am 
already, they say, if princes* favour can swell the frog into 
an ox ; but I want to be liked , loved — I want to see people 
smile when I enter." 

"So they do, I '11 Warrant ," said Amyas. 

"So do hyenas," said Raleigh; "grin because they are 
^ungry, andimay throw them a bone; I '11 throw you one 
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now, old lad, or rather a good sirloin of beef , for the sake 
of your smile. That *s honest, at least, I '11 Warrant, 
whosever's eise is not. Have you heard of my brother 
Humphrey's new project? " 

^*How should I hear anything in this waste howling 
wildemess?" 

'' Riss hands to the wildemess then, and come with me to 
Newfotindland ! " 

" You to Newfoundland? " 

" Yes. I to Newfoundland , unless my little matter here 
is settled at once. Gloriataa don*t know it, and shan't tili 
I 'm off. She 'd send me to the Tower, I think, if she caught 
me playing truant. I could hardly get leave to come hither ; 
but I must out, and try my fortune. I am over ears in debt 
already, and sick of courts and courtiers. Humphrey must 
go next spring and take possession of his kingdom beyond 
seas, or his patent expires; and with himigo, andyoutoo, 
my circumnavigating giant." 

And then Raleigh expounded to Amyas the details of the 
great Newfoundland scheme , which whoso will may read in 
the pages of Hakluyt. 

Sir Humphrey Gilbert, BaleigVs half-brother, held a 
patent for ^'planting" the lands of Newfoundland and 
" Meta Incognita " (Labrador). He had attempted a voyage 
thither with Baleigh in 1578 , whereof I never could find any 
news, saye that he came back again, after a heavy brush 
•with some Spanish ships, (in which his best captain, Mr. 
Morgan, was killed,) having done nothing, and much im- 
paired his own estate: but now he had coUected a large, 
sum; Sir Gilbert Peckham of London, Mr. Hayes of South 
Devon, and various other gentlemen, of whom more here- 
after, had adventured their money; . and a considerable 
colony was to be sent out the next year, with miners, 
assayers, and, what was more, Parmenius BudsBus, Frank's 
old friend, who had come to England füll of thirst to see the 
wonders of the New World; and over and above this, as 
Raleigh told Amyas in strictest secrecy, Adrian Gilb'^ 
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Humphrey's brother , was tuming every stone at conrt for a 
patent of discovery in the north- west; and this Newfound- 
land colony^ though it was to produce gold, silver, mer- 
chändise and what not, was bat a basis of Operations , a 
half-way house from whence to work out the north-west 
passage to the Indies — that golden dream, as fatal to Eng- 
lish valour as the Guiana one to Spanish — and yet hardly, 
hardly, to be regretted, when we remember the Seaman- 
ship, thescience, thechivalry, theheroism, unequalledin 
the history of the English nation, which it has cidled forth 
among those our later Arctic voyagers, who have combined 
the knight-errantry of the middle age with the practical 
prudence of the modern, and dared forduty more than 
Cortez or Pizarro dared for gold. 

Amyas, simple fellow, took all in greedily; he knew 
enough of the dangers of the Magellan passage to appre- 
ciate the boundless value of a road to the East Indies which 
would (as all supposed then) save half the distance, and be 
as it were a private possession of the English, safe from 
Spanish interference; and he listened reverently to Sir 
Humphrey^s quaint proofs, halftrue, half fantastic, ofsuch 
a passage, which Raleigh detailed to him — of the Primum 
Mobile, and its diumal motion from east to west, in 
obedience to which the sea-current flowed westward ever 
round the Cape of Good Hope , and being unable to pass 
through the narrow strait between South America and the 
Antarctic continent, rushed up the American shore, as the 
Gulf Stream, and poured north- westward between Green- 
land and Labrador towards Cathay and India; of that most 
crafty argument of Sir Humphrey's — how Axistotle in his 
book De Mundo, and Simon Gryneus in his annotations 
thereon, declare that the world (the Old World) is an Island, 
compassed by that which Homer calls the river Oceanus; 
ergo^ the New World is an Island also , and there is a north- 
west passage ; of the three brothers (names unknown) who 
had actually inade the voyage , and named what was after- 
wards called Davis's Strait after themselves; of thelndians 



.SF 



MET THÜ POPe's LEGATE. ► 283 

who were cast ashore in Grermany in the reign of Frederic 
Barbarossa, who, as Sir Humphrey had leamedly prpved 
per modam tollendi, could have come onl^^ by the north- 
west; and above all, of Salvaterra the Spaniard, who in 
1568 had told Sir Henry Sidney (Philip's father), there in 
Ireland, how he had spoken with a Mezican friar named 
Urdaneta, who had himself come &om Mar del Zur (the 
Pacific) into Germany by that very north- west passage; at 
which last Amyas shookhis head, and said that friars were 
liars, andseeingbelieving; "butif youmustneedshavean 
adventore, you insatiable soul you, why not try for the 
golden city of Manoa?" 

'^Manoa?" asked Raleigh, whohadheard, asmosthad, 
dim rumours of the place. " What do you know of it? " 

Whereon Amyas told him all that he had gathered 
from the. Spaniard; andBaleigh, inhistum, believed every 
Word. 

"Humph!" said he after a long silence. "To find that 
golden Emperor; offer him help and friendship from the 
Qneen of England; defend him against the Spaniards; if 
we become strong enough , conquer back all Peru from the 
Popish tyrants, and reinstate him on the throne of the Incas, 
wiüi ourselves for hisbody-guard, as the Norman Yarangians 
were to the effeminate Emperors of Byzant — Hey, Amyas? 
You would make a gallant chieftain of Varangs. We *11 do 
it, lad!" 

"We '11 try:" said Amyas; "but we must be quick, for 
there 's one Berreo swom to carry out the quest to the 
death; and if the Spaniards once get thither, their plan 
of works will be much more like Pizarro's than likeyours; 
and by the time we come , there will be neither gold nor city 
left." 

"Nor Indians either, I '11 Warrant the butchers; but, lad, 
1 am promised to Humphrey; I have a bark fitting out al« 
ready, and all I have, and more, adventured in her; so 
Manoa must wait" 

''It will wait well enough, if the Spaniards prospr 
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better on the Amazon than they have done ; but must I come 
with you? To teil the truth, I am quite shore-sick, and to 
sea I must go. What will my mother say ? " 

<< 1*11 manage thymother," saidRaleigh; andsobedid; 
for , to cut a long story short, he went back the month after, 
and he not only took home letters £rom Amyas to bis mother, 
bat so unpressed on that good lady the enormons profits and 
hononrs to be derived from Metaincognita, and (which was 
mosttnie) the advantage to a'ny young man of sailingwith 
such a general as Humphrey Gilbert, most pious andmost 
leamed of seamen and of cavaliers, beloyed andhonoured 
above all bis compeers by Queen Elizabeth, that she con- 
sented to Amyas's adyenturing in the voyage some two hun- 
dred pounds which had come to him as bis share of prize- 
money, after the ever memorable circumnavigation. For 
Mrs. Leigh, be it understood, was no longer at Burrough 
Court.. By Frank's persuasion, she had let the old place, 
moved up to London with her eldest son, and taken for her- 
seif a lodging somewhere by Palace Stairs, which looked 
out upon the silver Thames (for Thames was silver then), 
with its busy ferries and gliding boats, across to the pleasant 
fields of Lambeth, and the Archbishop's Palace, and the 
wooded Surrey hills ; and there she spent her peaceful days, 
close to her Frank and to the Court. Elizabeth would haye 
had her re-enter it, offering her a smäll place in the house- 
hold: but she declined, saying that she was too old and 
heart-weary for aught but prayer. So by prayer she lived, 
under the sheltering shadow of the tall minster, where she 
went mom and even to worshij), andto entreat for the two 
in whom her heart was bound up; and Frank slipped in 
every day, if but for five minutes, and brought wiüi him 
Spenser, or ßaleigh, or Dyer, or BudsBus, or sometimes 
Sidney's seif; and there was talk of high and holy things , of 
which none could speak better than could she; and each 
guest went from that hallowed room a humbler and yet a 
loftier man. So slipped on the peaceful months: and few 
and far between came Irish letters, for Ireland was tiien 
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further from Westminster than is the Black Sea now; but 
those were days in which wives and mothers had leamed (as 
they have leamed once more , sweet souls !) to walk by faitb 
and not by sight for those they love: and Mrs. Leigh was 
content (though when was she not content?) to hear that 
Amyas was winning a good report as a brave and prudent 
officer, sober, just and faithfiil, beloved and obeyedalike 
by finglish.soldiers and Irish kemes. 

Those twoyears, and the one which foUowed , were the 
happiest which she had known since her husband's death. 
But the cloud was Coming fast up the horizon, though she 
saw it not. A little longer, and the sun would be hid for 
many a wintry day. 

Amyas went to Plymouth , (withYeo, of course, at bis 
heels,) and there beheld, for the first time, the majestic 
countenance of the philosopher of Compton Castle. He 
lodged with Drake , and found him not over-sanguine as to 
the success of the voy age. 

^'For leaming and manners, Amyas, there 's not bis 
equal; and the Queen may well love him, and Devon be 
proud of him: but book-learning is not business; book- 
leaming didn't get me round the world; book-learning 
didn't make CaptainHawkins, nor bis father neither, the 
best ship-builders from Hüll to Cadiz; and book-learning, 
I very much fear, won*t plant Newfoundland." 

However, thediewascast, and the Mittle fleetoffive sali 
assembled in Cawsand Bay. Amyas was to go as a gentle- 
man adventurer on board of Baleigh's bark; Baleigh him- 
seif, however, at the eleventh hour, had been forbidden by 
the Queen to leave England. Ere they left, Sir Humphrey 
Gilberts picture was painted by some Plymouth artist, to 
be sent üp to Elizabeth in answer to a letter and a gift sent 
by Baleigh, which, as a specimen of the men and öf the 
time, Iheretranscribe: — 

* "Bbothbb, — I have sent you a token from herMajesty, 



Gilbert 



* This letter was a few years since in the posaeasion of Mr. Pomeroy 
»ert, foit-mi^or at Dartmoutli, a deiccindi^Qt of the Admiral's. 
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an anchor guided by a lady as you aee. And further, her 
Highness willed me to send you word, that she wisheth you 
as great good hap and säfety to your ship as if she were 
there in person, desiring you to have care of yourself as of 
that which she tendereth; and, therefore, for her sake, 
you must provide for.it accordingly. Furthermore, she 
conunandeth that you leave your picture with her. For tiie 
rest I leave tili our meeting, or to the report of the bearer, 
who would needs be the messenger of this good news. So I 
commit you to the will and protection of God, who sendus 
such life and death as he shall please , or hath appointed. 
<< Eichmond, thisFridaymoming, 
" Your true Brother , 

"W.Ralbigh." 

"Who would not die, Sir, for suchawoman?" saidSir 
Humphrey (and he said truly) , as he showed that letter to 
Amyas. ^ 

"Who would not? But she bids you rather live for her." 

"I shall do both, youngman; andfor God too, Itrust 
We are going in God's cause ; we go for the honour of God's 
Gospel, for the deliverance of poor infidels led captive by 
the devil; for the relief^of my distressed countrymen unem- 
ployed within this narrow isle; and to God we commit our 
cause. We fight against the devil himself ; and stronger is 
He that is within us than he that is against us." 

Some say that Raleigh himself came down to Plymouth, 
accompanied the fleet a day*s sail to sea, and would have 
given her Majesty the slip, and gone with them Westward- 
ho, but for Sir Humphrey*s advice. It is likely enough: 
but I cannot find evidence for it At all events , on the llth 
June the fleet sailed out, having, says Mr. Hayes, "in num- 
ber about 260 men, among whom we had of every faculty 
good choice, as shipwrights, masons, carpenters, smiths, 
and such like, requisite for such an action; also mineral 
men and refiners. Beside , for solace of our people and al- 
irement of the savages, we were provided of mosiqae in 
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good variety ; not omitting the least toys, as moms-dancers, 
hobby-horses, and May-like conceits , to delight the savage 
people , whom we intended to win by all fair means pos- 
sible." An armament complete enough, even to that ten- 
demess toward the Indians, which is so striking a feature 
of the EHzabethan seamen, (called out in them, perhaps, 
by horror atthe Spanish cruelties, as well as by theirmore 
liberal creed,) and to the daily service of God on board of 
everyship, according to the simple old Instructions of Cap- 
tain JohnHawkins to one of his litüe squadrons, "Keep 
good Company; beware of fire; serve God daily; and love 
oneanother" — an armament, in short, complete in all but 
men. The sailors had been picked up hastily and anywhere, 
and soon proved themselves a mutinous, and, in the case 
of the bark Swallow, a piratical set. The mechanics were 
little better. The gentlemen-adventurers , puffed up with 
vain hopes of finding a new Mexico , became soon disap- 
pointed and surly at the hard practical reality; while over 
all was the head of a sage and an enthusiast, a man too 
noble to suspect others, and too pure to make allowances 
for poor dirty human weaknesses. He had got his scheme 
perfect upon paper; well for him, and for his Company, if 
he had asked Francis ID^rake to translate it for him into fact! 
As early as the second day, the seeds of failure began to 
sprout above ground. The men of Ealeigh's bark, the 
Vice-Admiral, suddenly found themselves seized, or sup- 
posed themselves seized, with a contagious sickpess, and 
at midnight forsook the fleet, and went back to Plymouth; 
whereto Mr. Hayes can only say , " The reason I never could 
understand. Sure I am that Mr. Ealeigh spared no cost in 
setting them forth. And so I leave it unto God ! " 

But Amyas said more. He told Butler the captain plainly 
that, if the bark went back, hewouldnot; that he had seen 
enough of ships deserting their consorts; that it should 
never be said of him that he had foUowed Winter's example, 
and that, too, on a fair easterly wind; andfinally, that he 
had seen Doughty hanged for trying to play such a trick. 
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and that he might see others hanged too before he died. 
Whereon Captain Butler offered to draw and fight, to 
which Amyas showed no repugnance; whereon the captab, 
havingtaken a second look at Amyas's thews and sinews, 
reconsidered the matter, and offered to put Amyas on 
board of Sir Humphrey's Delight, if he could find a cirew to 
row him. 

Amyas looked round. 

"Are there any of Sir Francis Drake's men on board?" 

"Three, Sir," said Yeo. "Robert Drew, and two 
others." 

"Pelicans!" roared Amyas, "you have been round the 
worla , and will you tum back from Westwar d-ho ? " 

There was a moment's silence, and then Drew came 
forward. 

"Lower us a boat, captain, and lend us a caliver to 
make signals with, while I get my kit on deck; 1*11 after 
Ci^ptain Leigh, if I row him aboard all alone to my own 
hands." 

"KI ever command a ship, I will not forgetyou," said 
Amyas. 

"Nor US either, Sir, we hope; for we haven*t forgotten 
you and your honest conditions," said both the other Peli- 
cans ; and so away over the side went all the five, and pulled 
away after the admiral's lantem, firingshots at intervalsas 
Signals. ^ Luckily for the five desperadoes , the night was all 
butcalm. They got on board before the morning, and so 
away into the boundless West. * 

* The Kaleigh, the largesi ship of the sqaadron, was of only 200 tont 
barthen; The Golden Hind , Haycs' ship, which returned aafe, of 40; and 
The Sqairrel, (whereof more hereafter,) of 10 tons! In sach cookboats did 
these old heroes brave the unknown geaa. 
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CHAPTEß Xn. 

HOW BIBEFORD BRIDGE DINED AT ANNERT HOUSE. 

" Three lords sat drinking late yestreen , 
V And ere they paid tlie lawing, 

They set a combat them between, 

To fight it in the dawing." 

Scotch Btülad. 

EvBRT one who knows Bideford cannot but know Bide- 
ford Bridge; for it is the verj omphalos, cynosure, and 
soul, around which the town, as a body, has organized 
itself ; and as Edinburgh is Edinburgh by yirtue of its Castle, 
Home Rome by virtue of its Capitoi, and Egypt Egypt by 
virtue of its Pyramids , so is Bideford Bideford by virtue of 
its Bridge. But all do not know the occult powers which 
bave advanced and animated t^je said wondrous bridge for 
now five hundred years, and made it the chief wonder, 
according to Prince and Füller, of this fair land of Devon: 
being first an inspired bridge; a soul-saving bridge; an 
alms-giving bridge; an educational bridge; a sentient 
bridge; and last, butnotleast, a dinner-giving bridge. All 
do not know how, when it began to be built some half mile 
higher up, hands invisible carried the stones down-stream 
eaeh night to the present site ; until Sir Richard Gumey, 
parson of the parish, going to bed one night in sore per- 
plexity , and fear of the evil spirit who seemed so busy in his 
sheepfold, beheld avisionof an angel, who bade build the 
bridge where he himself had so kindly transported the 
materials; for there alone was sure foundation amid the 
broad sheet of shifting sand. All do not know how Bishop 
Grandison of Exeter proclaimed throughout his diocese 
indulgences, benedictions, and '^participation in all spiri- 
toal blessings for ever," to all who would promote the 
WeBtwardHol L 19 



290 HOW BIDEPORD BRIDGE 

bridging of that dangerous ford; and so, consiiltmg aKke 
the interests of their souls and of their bodies, '^make the 
best of both worlds." 

All do notknow, nor do I, that "though the foundation 
of the bridge is laid upon wool, yet it shakes at the slightest 
Step of a horse;" or that, "though it has twenty-three 
arches, yet one Wm. Alfqrd (another Milo) carried on his 
back for a wager four busheis salt- water measure, all the 
length thereof ;" or that the bridge is a veritable esquire, 
bearing arms'of its own (a ship and bridge proper on a piain 
field), and owning lands andtenements in many parishes, 
with which the said miraculous bridge has, from time to 
time,*founded charities, built schools, waged suits atlaw, 
and finally (for this concems us most) given yearly dinnerSy 
and kept for that purpose (luxurious and lickerish bridge 
that it was) the best stocked cellar of wines in all Deyon. 

To one of these dinners., as it happened, were invited 
in the year 1583, all the notabilities of Bideford , and beside 
them Mr. St. Lc^er of Anneiy close by, brother of the 
Marshai of Munster and of Lady Grenvile; a most worthy 
and hospitable gentleman, who, finding riches a snare, 
parted with them so freely to all his neighbours as long as he 
lived; that he effectually prevented his children after him 
fpom falling into the temptations thereunto incident. 

Between him and one of the bridge trustees arose an 
argument, whether a salmon caught below the bridge was 
better or worse than one caught above; and as that weighty 
question could only be decided by practical experiment, Mr. 
St. Leger vowed, that as the bridge had given him a good 
dinner, he would give the bridge one; offered abet of five 
pounds, that he would find them, out of the pool below 
Annery, as firm and flaky a salmon as the Appledore one 
which they had just eaten ; and then , in the fulness of his 
heart, invited the whole Company present to dinewith him 
ai Annery three days after ^ and bring with them each a wife 
or daughter; and, Don Guzman being at table, he was 
invited too. 
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So there was a migty feast in the great hall at Annery, 
such as had seldom been since Judge Hankford feasted 
Edward the Fonrth there; and while every one was eating 
their best, and drinking their worst, Rose Salteme and Don 
Gnzman were pretending not to see each other, and watch- 
ing each other all the more. But Rose at least had to be 
▼eiy careful of her glances; for not only was her fatherat 
the table , but just opposite her säte none other than Messrs. 
William Gary and Arthur St. Leger, Lieutenants in her Ma- 
jesty^s Irish army , who had retumed on fhrlough a few days 
before. 

Rose Salteme and the Spaniard had not exchanged a 
word in the last siz months, though they had met many 
times. The Spaniard by no means avoided her Company, 
except in her father's house ; he only took care to obey her 
careftilly, by seeming always imconscious of her presence, 
beyond the stateliest of salutes at entering and departing. 
But he took care , at the same time , to lay himself out to the 
very best adyantage whenever he was in her presence ; to be 
more witty, more eloquent, more romantic, more fuU of 
wonderfttl tales than he ever yet had been. The cnnning 
Don had foimd himself foiled in his first tactic; and he was 
now trying another, and a far more formidable one. In the 
first place Rose deserved a very severe punishment, for 
having dared to refuse the love of a Spanish nobleman; and 
what greater punishment could he inflict than withdrawing 
the honOur of his attentions , and the sunshine of his smiles? 
There was conceit enough in that notion, but there was 
cunningtoo; for none knew better than the Spaniard, that 
women, like the world, are pretty sure to value a man 
(especialiy if liiere be any real worth in him) at his own 
price ; and that the more he demands for himself, the more 
they will give for him. 

And now he would put a high price on himself, and 
pique her pride, as she was too much accustomed to wor- 
ship, to be won by flattering it He might have done 
that by paying attention to some one eise: but he was too 

19* 
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wise to employ so coarse a method, wbich might raise In- 
dignation, or disgust , or despair in Rose's heart, but would 
have never brought her to bis feet — as it will never bring 
any woman worth bringing. So he quietly and unobtrusively 
sbowed her that he could do without her; and she, poor 
fool, as she was meant to do , began forthwith to ask herseif 
— why? What was the hidden treasure, what was the 
reserve force, which made him independent of her, while 
she could not say that she was independent of him? Had 
he a secret? how pleasant to know it! Some huge ambition? 
how pleasant to share in it! Some mysterious knowledge? 
how pleasant to leam it ! Some capacity of love beyond the 
common? how delicious to have it all for her own ! He must 
be greater, wiser, richer-hearted than she was, as well as 
better-bom. Ah, if bis wealth would but supply her poverty ! 
And so , Step by step , she was being led to sue in forma 
pauperis to the very man whom she had spumed when he 
sued in like form to her. That temptation of having some 
mysterious private treasure, of being the priestess of some 
hidden sanctuary, and being able to thank heaven that she 
was not as other women are , was becoming fast too much 
for Hose , as it is too much for most. For none knew better 
than the Spaniard how much more fond women are, by the 
very law of their sex, of worshipping than of being wor- 
shipped, and of obeying than of being obeyed; how their 
coyness, often their scorn, is but a mask to hide their con- 
sciousness of weakness; and a mask, too, of which they 
ihemselves will often be the first to tire. 

And Rose was utterly tired of that same mask as she sat 
at table at Annery that day; and Don Guzman saw it in 
her uneasy and downcast looks, and thinking (conceited 
coxcomb) that she must be by now sufficiently punished, 
stole a glance at her now andthen,«ndwas not abashed when 
he saw that she dropped her eyes when they met his,because 
he saw her silence and abstraction increase, andsomething 
like a blush steal into her cheeks. So he pretended to be as 
much downcast and abstracted as she was, and went on with 
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his glances, tili he once found her, poor thing, looking at 
him to see if he was looking at her; and then he knew his 
prey was safe, and asked her, with his eyes, "Do you 
forgive me?" and saw her stop dead in her talk to her next 
neighbour, and falter^ and drop her eyes, and raise them 
again after a minnte in search of his, that he might repeat 
the pleasant question. And then what could she do but 
answer with all her face , and every bend of her pretty neck, 
" And do you forgive me in tum ? " 

Whereon Don Guzman broke öut jubilant, like 
nightingale on bough, with story, and j est, and repartee; 
and became forthwith the soul of the whole Company, and 
the most charming of all cavaliers. And poor Eose knew 
that she was the cause of his sudden change of mood, and 
blamed herseif for what she had done , and shuddered and 
blusbed at her own delight, and longed that the feast was 
over, that she might hurry home and hide herseif alone with 
sweet fancies about a love the reality of which she feit she 
dared not face. 

It was a beautiful sight, the greät terrace at Annery that 
aftemoon; with the smart dames in their gaudy dresses 
parading up and down in twos and threes before the stately 
house; or looking down upon the park, with the old oaks, 
and the deer, and the broad land-locked river spreadout like 
a lake beneath, all bright in the glare of the midsummer 
sun; or listening obsequiously to the two great ladies who 
did the honours, Mrs. St. Leger the hostess, and her «ister- 
in-law, fair Lady Grrenvile. All chatted, andlaughed, and 
eyed each other's dresses, and gossiped about each other's 
husbands and servants: only Rose Salteme kept apart, and 
longed to get into a comer and laugh or cry, she knew not 
which. 

'*Our pretty Rose seems sad," said Lady Grenvile, 
Coming up to her. " Cheer up , child ! we want you to come 
and sing to us." 

Rose answered she knew not what, and obeyed 
mechanically. 
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She took the lute, and sat down on a bench beneath the 
house, while the rest grouped themselves round her. 

"WhatshaUIsingV" 

"Let US have your cid song, *Earl Haldan*s Daughter.*" 

Rose shrank from it It was a loud and dashing ballad, 

which chimed in but Kttle with her thoüghts; and Frank 

had praised it too, in happier days long since gone by. She 

thought of him, and of others, and of her pride and careless- 

ness ; and the song seemed ominous to her: and yet for that 

very reason she däred not refuse to sing it, for fear of 

suspicion where no one suspected; and so she began per 

f orce — 

1. 

"It was Earl Haldan^s daughter, 

She lookM across the sea; 

She look*d across the water, 

And long and load laughM she : 

*■ The locks of six princesses 

Mast be my marrlage-fee , 
So hey bonny boat, and ho bonny boat! 

WTio comes a-wooing me ?' 
2. 
"It was Earl Haldan*s daoghter, 

She wiükM along the sand; 

When she was aware of a knight so fair, 

Come sailing to the land. 

His sails were all of velvet, 

His mast of beaten gold, 
And *hey bonny boat, and ho bonny boat, 

Who saileth here so bold?' 

3. 
"'The looks of five princesses 
I won beyond the sea; 
* Ishoretheir golden tresses, 

To fringe a cloak for thee. 
One handftil yet is wanting. 
Bat one of all the tale ; 
So hey bonny boat, and ho bonny boat! 
Fori ap thy velyet sali I * 
4. 
"He leapt into the water, 
That rover yoang and bold; 
He gript Earl Haldan's daaghter, 
He shore her locks of gold; 
* Go weep , go weep , proad maiden , 
The tale is fhll to-day. 
Now hey boihw^ boat, and ho bonny boat! 
^ Sali WestwarÄ ho , and away I ' ** 
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As she ceased, a measnred voice, with a foreign accent, 
thrilled through her. 

" In the East, they say the nightingale sings to the rose; 
Devon , more happy, has nightingale and rose in one." 

"We have no nightingales in Devon, Don Guzman," 
Said Lady Grenvile; '^bnt ourlittle forest thrushes sing, as 
you hear, sweetly enongh to content any ear. But what 
brings you away from the gentlemen so early?" 

** These letters," said he, " which have just been put into 
my band ; and as they call me home to Spain , I was loath to 
lose a moment ofthat delightful Company from which I must 
part so soon." 

"To Spain?" asked half-a-dozen voices; for the Don 
was a general favourite. 

" Yes , and thence to the Indies. My ransom has arrived, 
and with it the promise of an officö. I am to be Govemor of 
La Guayra in Caraccas. Congratulate me 6n my promotion." 

Amist was overRose's eyes. The Spaniard's voice was 
hard and flippant. Did he care for her after all ? And if he 
did, was it not nevertheless hopeless? How her cheeks 
glowed! Everybody must see it! Anything to tum away 
tbeir attention from her; and in that nervous haste which 
makes people speak, and speak foolishly too, just because 
they ought to be silent, she asked , — 

"And where is La Guayra ? " 

"Half round the world, on the coast of the Spanish main. 
The loveliest place on earth, änd the loveliest governor's 
house , in a forest of palms at the foot of a mountaiif eight 
thousand feet high: I shall only want a wife there to be in 
paradise." 

"I don't doubt that you may persuade some fair lady of 
Seville to accompany you thither," said Lady Grenvile. 

"Thanks, gracious Madam : but the truthis, that since 
I have had the bliss of knowing English ladies, I have be- 
gun to think that they are the only ones on earth worth 
wooing." 

"A thousand thanks for the compliment; but I fear nohe 
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of our freeEnglish maidens would like to submit to the gaar- 
dianship of a duenna. £h, Rose? how should you like to 
be kept under lock and key all day by an ugly old woman 
with a hom on her forehead?" 

Poor Rose tumed so scarlet that Lady Grenvile knew her 
secret on the spot, and would haye tried to tum the conver- 
sation: but before she could speak, some burgher*s wife 
blundered out a common-place about the jealoüsy of Spanish 
husbands; and another, to make matters better, giggled 
out something more true than delicate about West Indian 
masters and fair slayes. 

^'Ladies/' said Don Guzman, reddening, '^believe me 
that these are but the calunmies of ignorance. If we be more 
jealous than other nations, it is because we love more pas- 
sionately. K some of us abroad are profligate, it is because 
they, poor men, have no helpmate, which, like the ame- 
tiiyst, keeps its wearer pure. I could teil you stories, ladies, 
of the constancy and devotion of Spanish husbands , even in 
the Indies , as stränge as ever romancer invented.'* 

" Can you? Then we challenge you to give us one at 
least" 

" I fear it would be too long , Madam/' 

<*The longer the more pleasant, Senor. How can we 
spend an hour better this affcemoon, while the gentlemen 
within are finishing their wine ? " 

Story- telling, in those old times, when books (and 
anthors also, luckily for the public) were rarer than now, 
was % common amusement; and as the Spaniard's accom- 
plishments in that line were well known, all the ladies 
crowded round him; the servants brought chairs and 
benches; and Don Guzman,. taking his seat in the midst, 
witiiaproudhumility, atLady Grenvile'sfeet, began. 

^^Your perfections, fair and illustrious ladies, must 
doubtless have heard, ere now, how Sebastian Cabota, 
some forty-five years ago, sailed forth with a commission 
from my late master, the Emperor Charles the Fifth, to dis- 
coyer tiie golden lands of Tarshish, Ophir, and Cipango: 
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bnt being in want of provisions , stopped short at the month 
of that mighly South American river to which he gaye the 
name of Rio de laPlata, and sailing np it, discovered the 
fair land of Paraguay. But you may not have heard ho w, on 
the bank of that river, at the mouth of the Rio Terceiro, he 
bullt a fort which men still call Cabot's Tower; nor have 
you, perhaps, heard of the stränge tale which will ever 
make the tower a sacred spot to all true lovers. 

"For when he retumed to Spain the year after, he left in- 
bis tower a garrison of a hundred and twenty men, under 
the command of Nuno de Lara, Ruiz Moschera, and Sebas- 
tian da Hurtado, old friends and fellow-soldiers of my in- 
vincible' grandfather Don Ferdinando da Soto; and with 
them a jewel, than which Spain never possessed one more 
precious, LuciaMiranda, the wifeof Hurtado, who, famed 
in the Court of the Emperor no less for her wisdom and 
modesty than for her unrivalled beauty, had thrown up all 
the pomp and ambition of a palace, to marry a poor adven- 
turer, and to encounter with him the hardships of a voyage 
round the world. Mangora, the Cacique of the neighbouring 
Timbuezlndians(with whomLara had contrived to establish 
a friendship) cast his eyes on this fair creature, and no sooner 
saw than he coveted; no sooner coveted than he plotted, 
with the devilish subtilty of a savage, to seize by force what 
he knew he could never gain by right. She soon found out 
his passion (she was wise enough — what every woman is not 
— to know when she is loved) , and telling her husband kept 
as much as she could out of her new lover's sight; while the 
savage pressed Hurtado to come and visit him , and to bring 
his lady with him. Hurtado , suspecting the snare , and yet 
fearing to ofitend Ae Cacique, ezcused himself courteously 
on the score of his Boldier-sduty; and tiie savage, madwith 
desire and disappointment, began plotting against Hur- 
tado's life. 

«So went on several weeka, tili food grew scarce, and 
Don Hurtado and Don Ruiz Moschera, with ß£ty soldiers, 
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were sent up the riyer on a foraging party. Mangora saw 
hie opportunity, and leapt at it forthwith. 

" The tower, ladies, as I have heard from those who have 
Seen it, Stands on a knoll at the meeting of the two rivers, 
while on the land-side Stretches a drearj marsh, covered 
with tall grass and bnshes; a fit place for the ambuscade of 
four thonsand Indians, which Mangora, with devilisb cun- 
ning, placed around the tower, while he himselfwentboldiy 
up to it, foUowed by thirty men, laden with grain, fruit, 
game,. and all the delicacies which his forests could 
afford. 

"There, with a smiling face, he told the unsuspecting 
Lara his sorrow for the Spaniard's want of food; besought 
him to accept the Provision he had brought, and was, ashe 
had expected, inyited by Lara to come in and taste the wines 
of Spain. 

**In went he and his thirty fellow-bandits , and the feast 
conÜnued, with songs and libations, far into the night, 
while Mangora often looked round , and at labt boldly asked 
for the fair Miranda: but she had shut herseif into her 
lodging, pleading illness. 

"A plea, fair ladies, which little availed that hapless 
dame: for no sooner had the Spaniards retired to rest, 
leaving (by I know not what madness) Mangora and his 
Indians within, than they were awakened by Äe cry of fire, 
the ezplosion of their magazine , and the inward rush of the 
four thousand from the marsh outside. 

" Why pain jovx gentle ears with details of slaughter? 
A few fearful minutes sufficed to exterminate my bewildered 
and unarmed countrymen, to bind* the only survivors, 
Miranda (innocent cause of the whole tragedy) and four 
other women with their infants, and to lead them away in 
triumph across the forests toward the Indiantown. 

^'Stunned by the suddenness of the evils which had 
passed, and still more by the thought of those worse which 
were to come (as she too well foresaw), Miranda travelled 
all night through the forest, and was brought in triumph at 
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daj-dawn before the Indian king to receive her doom. 
Judge of her astonishment, when, on looking up, she saw 
that he was not Mangora. 

" A ray of hope flashed across her, and she asked where 
he was. 

'^'He was'slain last night,' said the king; ^and I, his 
brother Siripa, am now Cacique of the Timbuez.' / 

'*It was true; Lara, maddened with drink, rage, and 
wounds, had caught up his sword, rushed into thethickof 
the fight, singled out Üie traitor, and slain him on tHe spot; 
and tiben, forgetting safety in reyenge, had continued to 
plonge his sword into the corpse, heedless of the blows of 
the savages, tili he feil pierced with a hundred wounds. 

''A ray of hope, as I said, flashed across the wretched 
Miranda for a moment: but the next she found that she 
had been freed firom one bandit only to be delivered to 
another. 

'^'Yes,' said the new king in broken Spanish; 'my bro- 
ther played a hold stake, ajad lost it: but it was well worth 
the risk, and he showed his wisdom thereby. You cannot 
be his queen now: you must content yourself with being 
mine.' 

'^Miranda, desperate, answered him with eve^ fierce- 
taunt which she could invent against his treachery and his 
crime; and asked him, how he came to dream that the wife 
of a Christian Spaniard would condescend to become the 
mistress of a heathen savage; hoping, unhappy lady, to 
exasperate him into killing her on the spot But in yain; 
she only prolonged thereby her own misery. For, whether 
it was, ladies, that the novel sight of divine virtue and 
beauly awed, (as it may have awed me ere now,) where it 
had just before maddened; or whether some dream crossed 
the «avage, (as It may have crossed me ere now,) that he 
could m^e the wisdom of a mortal angel help his ambition, 
as well as her beanty his happiness ; or whether (which I will 
never believe of one of those dark children of the devil, 
though I can boldlj assert it of myself) some spark of noble- 
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11688 within him made him too proud to take bj force what 
he could not win bj persuasion, certain it is , as the Indians 
themselyes confessed afterwards, thatthe savage only an- 
swered her by smiles ; and bidding his men nnbind her , told 
her that she was no slave of his, and that it only lay with her 
to become the soyereign of him and all his vassals ; assigned 
her a hut to herseif, -loaded her with savage Ornaments, and, 
for seyeral weeks, treated her with no less courtesy (so 
miraculous is the power of love) than if he had been'a cava- 
lier of t)astile. 

Three months and more, ladies, as I have heard, passed 
in this misery, and every day Miranda grew more desperate 
of all deliverance , and saw staring her in the face nearer 
andnearer, somehideousandshamefulend; whenoneday, 
going down with the wives of the Cacique to draw water in 
tibe river, she saw on the opposite bank a white man in a 
tattered Spanish dress, with a drawn sword in his band; 
who had no sooner espied her, than shrieking her name, he 
plunged into the stream, swam across, landed at her feet, 
and clasped her in his arms. It was no other, ladies, in- 
credible as it may seem, than Don Sebastian himself, who 
had retomed with Ruiz Moschera to the tower , and foimd it 
only a charred and blood-stained heap of ruins. 

*<He gaessed, as by Inspiration, what had passed, and 
whither his lady was gone ; and without a thought of danger, 
like a tme Spanish gentleman, and a tme Spanish lover, 
darted off. alone into the forest, and guided only by the 
inspiration of his own loyal heart, found a^ain his treasure, 
and found it still unstained and his own. 

"Who can describe the joy, and who again the terror, 
of their meeting? The Indian women had fled in fear, and 
for the Short ten minutes that the lovers '^ere left together, 
life*, be snre , was one long kiss. But what to do they knew 
not To go Inland was to rush into the enemy*s arms. He 
wonld haye swom witii her across the riyer, and attempted 
it; bnt his strength, wom out with hunger and travel, failed 
him; he drew her with difficuliy on share again, and sat 
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down by her to await their doom with prayer, the first 
and last resource of virtuous ladies, as weapons are of cava- 
liers. 

'^Alas for them! May no true lovers ever haveto weep 
over joys so soon lost, after having been so hardly found! 
For, ere a quarter of an hour was passed, the Indian women, 
who had fled at bis approach , retumed with all the warriors 
of the tribe, Don Sebastian, desperate, would have fain 
slain bis wife and himself on the spot: but bis band sank 
again — and whose would not but an Indianas? — as he 
raised it against that fair and faithful breast; in a few mi- 
nutes he was suirounded, seized from behind, disarmed, 
and carried in triumph into the viliage. And if you cannot 
feel for him in that misery , fair ladies, who have known no 
sorrow, yeti, aprisoner, can." 

Don Guzman paused a moment, as if overcome by emo- 
tion ; and I will not say that, as he paused, he did not look 
to see if Böse Salteme's eyes were on him, as indeed they 
were. 

" Yes, I can feel with him; I can estimate, better than 
you, ladies, the greatness ofthat love which couldsubmit 
to captivity; to the loss of bis sword; to the loss of that 
honour, which, next to God and bis mother, is the true 
Spaniard's deity. There are those who have suffered that 
shame at the hands of valiant gentlemen," (and again Don 
Guzman looked up at Böse,) **and yet would have sooner 
died a thousand.deaths: but he dared to endure it from the 
hands of yillains, savages, heathens; for he was a true 
Spaniard, and therefore a true lover: buti will go onwith 
mytale. 

"This wretched pair, then, as 1 have been told by Buiz 
Moschera himself, stood together before the Cacique. He, 
like a true child of the devil, comprehending in a moment 
who Don Sebastian .was, laughed with delight at seeing bis 
rival in bis power, and bade bind him at once to a tree , and 
shoot him to death with arrows. 

"Bat the pooif Miranda sprang forward, and threw her- 
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seif at his feet, and with piteous entreaties besougbt for 
merey firom him who knew no mercy. 

^'And yet love, and the sight of her beauly, and fhe 
terrible eloqnence of her words , while she invokied on his 
head the just vengeance of Heaven, wrought even on his 
heart: nevertheless the pleasnre of seeing her, who had so 
long scomed him, a suppliant at his feet, was too delicate 
to be speedfly foregone; and not tili she was all bat blind 
with tearS) and dumb with agony of pleading, did he make 
answer, that if she would consent to become his wife, her 
husband's lifo should be spared. She, in her haste and 
madness, sobbed out desperately I know not what consent 
Don Sebastian, who understood, if not thelangaage, still 
the meaning (so had love quiokened his understanding), 
shrieked to her not to lose her precious soul for the sake of 
his worthless body; that death was nothing compared to 
the horror of that shame; and such other words as became 
a noble and valiant gentleman. She, shuddering now at 
her own frailty, would have recalled her promise: but 
Siripa kept her to it, vowing, if she disappointed him again, 
such a death to her husband as made her blood run cold to 
hear of ; and the wretched woman could only escape for the 
present by some story, that it was not the custom of her race 
to celebrate nuptials tili a month after the betrothment; 
that the anger of Heaven would be on her, unless ehe first 
performed in solitude certain religious rites; and lastly, that 
if he dared to lay hands on her husband, she would die so 
resolutely , that every drop of water should be deep enough 
to drown her, every thom sharp enough to stab her to the 
heart: tili fearing lest by demanding too much he should 
lose all, and awed too, as he had been at first, by a voice 
and looks which seemed to be, in comparison with his own, 
divine, Siripa bade her go back to her hut, promising her 
husband life: but promising too, that if he ever found the 
two speaking together, even for a moment,he would pour out 
on them both all the cruelty of those tortures in which the 
devil, their father, has so perfectly instructed the Ludians. 
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^' So Don Sebastian, being stripped of his garments, and 
painted after the Indian fashion, was set to all mean and 
toilsome werk, amid the buffetings and insnlts of the whole 
TÜlage. And this, ladies, he endured withont a mnnnar, 
ay, took delight in enduring it, as he would have endnred 
things worse a thousand times, only for the sake , like a true 
lover as he was, of being near the goddess whom he wor- 
shipped, and of seeing her now and then afar off, happy 
enough to be repaid even by that for all indignities. 

" And yet , you who have loved may well guess , as I can, 
that ere a week had passed, Don Sebastian and the Lady 
Miranda had found means, in spite of all spiteful eyes, to 
speak to each other once and again; and to assure each 
other of their love; even to talk of escape, before the 
month's grace should be expired. And Miranda, whose 
heart was fall of courage as long as she feit her husband 
near her, went so far as to plan a mcans of escape which 
seemed possible and hopeful. 

"For the youngest wife of the Cacique, who, tili Mi- 
randa's Coming, had been his favourite, often talked with 
the captive, insulting and tormenting her in her spite and 
jealousy, and receiving in retum only gentle and concilia- 
tory words. And one day, when the woman had been 
threatening to kill her, Miranda took courage to say, *Do 
you fancy that I shall not be as glad to be rid of your hus- 
band, asyoutoberidofme? Why kill me needlessly, when 
all that you reqnire is to get me forth of the place? Out 
of sight, out of mind. When I am gone, your husband 
will soon forget me , and you will be his favourite as before.' 
Soon, teeing that the girl was inclined to listen, she went 
on to teil her of her love to Don Sebastian, entreating and 
a4juring her, by the love which she bore the Cacique, to 
pity and help her; and so won upon the girl, that she con- 
sented to be privy to Miranda's escape, and even offered to 
give her an opportunity of speaking to her husband about 
it; and at last was so won over by Miranda, that she con- 
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sented to keep all intniders out of the way, while Don 
Sebastian that rery night visited Miranda in her hut. 

"The hapless husband, thirsting for bis love, was in 
that hut, be sure, the moment that kind darkness covered 
bis Steps ; — and what cheer these two made of each other, 
when they once found tbemselves together, lovers must 
fancy for tbemselves : but so it was, that after many a leave- 
taking, there was no departure; and when the night was 
well-nigh past, Sebastian and Miranda were still talking 
together , as if they had never met bef ore , and would never 
meet again. 

"But it befell, ladies, (would that I was not speaking 
truth, but inventing, thati might have invented something 
merrier foryour ears,) it befell that very night, that the 
young wife of the Cacique, whose heart was Hfted up with 
the thought that her rival was now at last disposed of , tried 
all her w^les to win back her faithless husband ; but in vain. 
He only answered her caresses by indiffierence , then by 
contempt, then insults, thenblows, (for with the Indians, 
woman is always a slave, or rather a beast of bui^den,) and 
went on to draw such cruel comparisons between her dark 
akin and the glorious faimess of the Spanish lady, that the 
wretched girl, beside herseif with rage, burst out at last 
with her own secret. ' Fool that you are to madden yourself 
about a stranger who prizes one hair of her Spanish hus- 
band's head more than your whole body ! Much does your 
new bride care for you! She is at this moment in her hus- 
band's arms ! ' 

"The Cacique screamed foriously to know what she 
meant; and she, her jealousy and hate of the guiltless lady 
boiling over once for all, badehim, if he doubted her, go 
see for himself. 

"What use of many words? They were taken. Love, 
or rather lust, repelled, tumed in a moment into devilish 
hate; and the Cacique, summoning bis Indians, badethem 
bind the wretched Don Sebastian to a tree, and there inflict 
on bim the lingering death to which he had at first been 
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doomed. For Miranda he had more exquisite cruelty in 
Store. And sliall I teil it? Yes, ladies, for the honour 
of love and of Spain, and for a justification ofthose cnielties 
against the Indians which are so falsely imputed to our most 
Christian nation, itshallbetold: he delivered the wretched 
lady over to the tender mercies of his wives ; and what they 
were, is neither fit for me to teil , oryoutohear. 

"The two wretched lovers cast themselves upon each 
other's necks; drank each other's salt tears with the last 
kisses; accused themselves as the cause of each other^s 
death; and then, rising above fear and grief, broke out 
into trinmph at thus dying for and with each other; and pro- 
claiming themselves the martyrs of love, commended flieir 
souls to God, and then stepped joyfuUy and proudly to their 
doom." 

"And what was that?" asked half a dozen trembling 
voices. 

"Don Sebastian, as I have said, was shot to death with 
arrows; but as for the lady Miranda, the yrretches them- 
selves confessed afterwards, when they received due ven- 
geance for their crimes (as they did receive it), that after all 
shameful and horrible indignities, she was bound to a tree, 
and there bumed slowly in her husband's ^ight, stifling her 
shrieks lest they should wring his heart by one additional 
pang, and never taking her eyes, to the laftt, off that be- 
loved face. And so died (but not unavenged) Sebastian de 
Hurtado and Lucia Miranda, — a Spanish husband and a 
Spanish wife." 

The Don paused, and the ladies were silentawhile; for, 
indeed , there was many a gentle tear to be dried: but at last 
Mrs. St. Leger spoke, half, it seemed, to turn off the too 
painfiil Impression of the over-true tale, the outlines whereof 
may be stiU read in old Charlevoix. 

"You have told a sad and a noble tale, Sir, and told 
it well: but, though your story was to set forth a perfect 
husband, it has ended rather by setting forth a perfect wife." 

"And if I have forgotten, Madam, in praising her to 
Westward Ho! U 20 
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praisß luin also , have I not done that whicb would have best 
pleased bis beroical and cbivalroi^s Bpirit? ^e, be eure, 
would bave forgotten bis own virtue in tbe ligbt of bers; 
and ba would bave wisbed me , I doubt not, to do tbe same 
also. And beside, Madam, wbere ladies a^e tbe tbeme, 
wbo bas time or beart to cast one tbougbt upon their 
slaves?" And tbe Don made one of bia d^liberate and 
bigbly-finisbed bows. 

"Don Guzman is courtier enougb, as far as eompliipents 
go," said one of tbe young ladiea; "but it was bardly cour- 
tlerlike of bim to find us so sad an entertainment, upon a 
merry evening." 

^'Yes," said anotber; "we n^ust ask bim for no more 
stories." 

"Or songs eitber," said a tbird. "I fear be knows none 
but about forsaken maidens and despairing loyer§.'' 

"I know notbing at all about forsaken ladies, Madan^; 
because ladies are never forsaken in Spain," 

*< Nor about lovers despairing there , I puppose ? " 

"Tbat good opinion of ourselves, Madam, witb wbicb 
you Englisb are pleased to twit us now and tben, always 
preventa so sad a state of mind. For myself, I have bad litüe 
to do witb love: but I bave bad still less to do witb .deapair; 
and intend, by belp of Heaven, to bave less." 

"YouarevaUant, Sir." 

"You would not baye me a coward, Madam?" a^d so 
fortb. 

Now all tbis time Don Guzman bad been talking at Rpae 
Salteme, and giving ber tbe v^iv aJightest bint, every now 
and tben , tbat be was talking at ber ; tili tbe poor girl's face 
was all crimson witb pleasure , and sbe gave berself up to 
tbe ^pell. He Ipved ber still: perbaps be knew tbat abe 
loved bim: be must know some day. Sbe feit now tbat 
ibere was no escape ; sbe was almost glad to tbink tbat there 
was none. 

Tbe dark bandsome stately face; tbe melodious voice, 
witb its rieh Spanish accent; tbe quiet grace of tbe geatures ; 
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the wild pathos of the story ; evea the measured taxd iniated 
■ty)e, «8 of one speaking of igaother and a tofii^Qr world; 
the chivalrous respect and admüration for womaiif sx^A for 
üaithfiUiiess to woman — what'a man he was! If he had 
beenplea^ant heretofore, he was now enchanting. All the 
ladies roimd feit that, she could see, asmuch as she herself 
did : no , not quite as much , she hoped. She surely under- 
stood him, and feit for his loneliness more than any of 
them — Had she not been feeling for it through long and 
sad months? Bnt it was she whom he was thin^g of , she 
whom he was speaking to , all along. Oh , why had the tale 
ended so soon? She wonld gladly haye sat and wept her 
eyes out tili midnight aver one melodipus misery after 
another: hnt she was quite ^se enough to keep her seeret 
to herseif; and sat behind the rest, with greedy eyes and 
demure lips, fall of stränge apd new happiness — ox miseiy ; 
she knew not which to call it 

In the meanwhile, as it was ordained, Gary could see and 
hear through the window of the hall a gQod deal of what was 
goii^g on. 

"How that Spanish crocodile ogles the!Rose!** whispered 
he to young St Leger. 

." What wonder ? He is not the first by many a one." 

" Ay — but — By heaven, she is making side-shots at him 
with those languishing eyes of hers , the litüe baggagel " 

"What wonder? He is not the first, sayl, andwon'tbe 
ihelast Passthewine, man." 

"X have hs^d enough : between sack and aingipg, my head 
is as mazed as a dizzy sheep. Let me slip out." 

''Not yet, man; remember you ßxe bound for one song 
more." 

go Cary, against his will, sat and sang another song; 
and in the meanwhile the party had broken up, and waa- 
dered away by twos and threes, among trim gardens, und 
pleasanges, and clipped yew-waJks — 

* Where west-winds with masky wing 
Aboat the cedarn alleys Aing 
Nard and cassia's balmy smells — •* 

20* 
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admiring the beaufy of that stately place , long since passed 
into other hands, and fallen to decay; but then, (if oldPrince 
speaks trae ,) one of the noblest mansions of the west 

At last Gary got away and out; sober, but jnst enough 
flufihed with wine to be ready for any quarrel; and luckily 
for him, had not gone twenty yards along the great terrace 
before he met Lady Grenvile. 

"Has your Ladyship seen Don Guzman? " 

" Yes — why, where is he? He was with me not ten 
minutes ago. You know he is going back to Spain." 

"Going! Hashisransomcome?" 

" Yes , and with it a govemorship in the Indies." 

" Govemorship ? Much good may it do the go vemed." 

"Why not, then? He is surely a most gallant gentleman/' 

" Gallant enough — yes," said Gary, carelessly. " I must 
find him, and cöngratulate him on bis honours." 

"I will help you to i&nd.him," said Lady Grenvile, 
whose woman's eye and ear had already suspected some- 
thing. "Escortme, Sir." 

"It is but too great an honour to squire the Queen of 
Bideford," said Gary, offering his band. 

"If I am your queen, Sir, I must be obeyed," answered 
ehe in a meaning tone. Gary took the hint, and went on 
chattering cheei^^y enough. 

But Don Guzman was not to be'found in garden or in 
pleasance. 

"Perhaps," at last said a burgher's wife, with a toss 
of her h^ad, "your Ladyship may meet with him at Hank- 
ford's oak." 

"AtHankford*8 oak?" whatshouldtakehimthere?" 

"Pleasant^ Company, I reckon;" (with another toss.) 
"I heard him and Mistress Salteme talking about the oak 
just now." 

Gary tumed pale, and drew in his breath. 

"Verylikely," said Lady Grenvile, quietly. "WiUyou 
walk with me so far, Mr. Gary?" 

"To the world's end, if your Ladyship condcscends so 
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far." And off they went, Lady Grenvile wishing that they 
were going anywhere eise, bat afraid to letCarygo alone; 
and saspecting, too, that some one or other onght to go. 

So they went down past the herds of deer, by a trim-kept 
path into the lonely dell where stood the fatal oak; and, as 
they went, Lady Grenvile, to avoid more unpleasant talk, 
poured into Cary's unheedmg ears the story (which he pro- 
bably had heard ß£ty times before), how old Chief-justice 
Hankford (whom some contradictory myths make the man 
who committed Prince Henry to prison for striking him on 
the bench) weary of life , and sickened at the horrors and 
desolations of the wars of the Roses, went down to his house 
at Annery there, and bade his keeper shoot any man who, 
passing throngh the deer-park at night, should refuse to 
stand when challenged; and then going down into that 
glen himself, and hiding himself beneath that oak, met 
willingly by his keeper's band the death which his own dared 
not inflict: but ere the story was half-done, Gary grasped 
Lady Grenvile's band so tigHtly that she gave a little shnek 
of pain. 

"There they are!" whispered he, heedless of her; and 
pointed to the oak, where, half hidden by the tall fem, stood 
Böse and the Spaniard. 

Her head was on his bosom. She seemed sobbing, 
trembling; hetalking eamestly andpassionately; bat Lady 
Grenyile*8 little shriek made them both look np. To tum 
andtry toescapewastoconfessall; andthetwo, coUecting 
themselves instantly, walked towards her, Rose wishing 
herseif fathoms deep beneath the earth. 

"Mind, Sir," whispered Lady Grenvile as they cameup; 
"you have seen nothing." 

"Madam?" 

" If you are not on my gronnd , yon are on my brother*8. 
Obey me!" 

Gary bit his lip, and bowed coorteoasly to the Don. 

"I have to congratalate you, I hear, Senor, on your 
i^proaching departure." 
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"I kiss your hands, Seiior, in return; but I question 
whether it be a matter of congratalation) conudering all 
that I leave bekind." 

**So do I," answered Cary, bluntly enough, and the 
four walked back to the house , Lady Grenvile taking eirery- 
thing fot gi*akited with the moet charming good humour, 
and chatting to her three silent companions tili they gained 
the terrace once more, and found fout or five of the gen- 
tlemen, with Sir Richard at their head, proceeding to the 
bowling-gteen. 

Lady Grenvile, in an agony of fear about the qüarrel 
which ehe knew must come , would have gladly whispered 
five words to her husband: but she dared not do it before the 
Spaniard, and dreaded too a faint or a scream from the tiose, 
whose father was of the party. So she walked on with her 
fair prisoner, commanding Gary to escort them in, and the 
Spaniard to go to the bowlLig-green. 

Gary obeyed: but he gave her the slip the moment she 
was inside the door, and then darted off to the gentlemen. 

His heart was on fire : all bis old passion for the Kose had 
flashed up again at the sight of her with a lover; — and l^at 
lover a Spaniard ! He would cut his throat for hün , if steel 
could do itl Only he recollected that Salteme was there, 
and shrank from exposing Rose; and shrank too, as every 
gentleman should, from making a public quarrel in another 
man's house. Never mind. Where there was a will there 
was a way. He eould get him into a comer, and quarrel with 
him privately about the cut of his beard, or the colour of his 
ribbon. So in hä went; and', luckily or unluckily, found 
Standing together apart from the rest, Sir Richiord, the Don, 
and young St Leger. 

"Well, Don Gozman, you have gi^en us wine-bibbers 
the slip this affcernoon. 1 hope you have been well employ ed 
in the meanwhile ? *' 

"Ddightfully to myself, Sefior," sud the Don, who, 
enraged at being interrupted, if not disoovered, was as 
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ready to fight as Cary , but disliked of course an explosion 
as mach as he did ; " and to others, I donbt not." 

"So the ladies say," quoth St. Leger. "He has been- 
making them all cry with one of his stories, androbbingus 
meanwhile of the pleasüre we had hoped for from some of 
his Spanish songs.*' 

"The devil take Spanish songs!" eaid Gary, in ä low 
voice, but loud enongh for the Spaniard. DonGuzman clapt 
his hand on his sword- hUt instantly. 

"Lieutenant Gary," said Sir Richard in a stem toice; 
" the wine has surely made you forget yourself ! " 

"As sober as yourself, most worshipftil knight; but if 
you want a Spanish song, here 's one; and a very scurvy one 
it is, like its subject — 

** Don Desperado 

Walked on the Prado , 
And there he met his enemy. 

He palled oat a knife, a, 

Andlet odthlsllfe, a, 
And fled for his own acrosi the f ea«**. 

And he bowed low to the Spaniard. 

The Insult was too gross to require any spluttermg. 

"Sehor Caty, we meet?" 

"I thank your quick apprehension, Don Guzman Maria 
Magdalena Sotomayor de Soto. When, where, and with 
whatweapons?" 

"For Gk)d's sake, gentlemen! Nephew Arthur, Gary is 
yourguest; doyouknowthemeaningofthis?** 

St. Leger was silent. Gary answered for him. 

"An old Irish quarrel, I assure you, Sir. A matter of 
years* Standing. InunlacingtheSenor'shelmet, theevening 
that he was taken prisoner, I was unlucky enough to 
twitch his mustachios. You recollect the fact, of course, 
Sefior?" 

"Perfectly," said the Spaniard! "andthen, half-amused 
and half-pleased, in spite of his bitter wrath, at Cary's 
quickness and delicacy in shielding Rose^ he boWed, and — 

"And it gives n^e much pleasure to find that he who^ ^ 
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trust to have jthe privilege of killing to -morrow moming, is 
a gentleman whose nice sense of honour renders him 
thoroughly worthy of the sword of a De Soto." 

Gary bowed in retum, while Sir Richard, who saw 
plainly enough that the excuse was feigned, shrugged 
his Shoulders. 

"Whatweapons, Senor?" asked Will again. 

*'l should have preferred a horse and pistols,'* said Don 
Gnzman after a moment, Half to himself, and in Spanish ; 
" they make surer work of it than bodkins ; " but (with a sigh 
and one of his smiles) '^beggars must not be choosers/' 

" The best horse in my stable is at your serrice , Senor," 
said Sir Eichard Grenvile instantly. 

"And in mine also, Senor," said Gary; "and I shall be 
happy to allow you a week to train him, if he does not answer 
at first to a Spanish band." 

"Youforgetinyour courtesy, gentleSir, that the insult 
being with me, the time lies with me also. We wipe it off 
to-morrow moming with simple rapiers and daggers. Who 
isyoursecond?" 

"Mr. Arthur St Leger here, Senor: whoisyours?" 

The Spaniard feit himself alone in the world for one 
moment; and then answered with another of his smiles, 

"Your nation possesses the soul of honour. He who 
fights an Englishman needs no second." 

"And he who fights among Englishmen will always find 
one," said Sir Richard. "I am the fittest second for my 
guest" 

"You only add one more Obligation, illustrious cavalier, 
to atwo years' prodigality of favours, which I shall never 
be able to repay." 

"But, Nejihew Arthur," said Grenvile, "you cannQt 
surely be second against your father's guest, and your own 
uncle." 

"I cannot help it, Sir; I am bound by an oath, as Will 
can teil you. I suppose you won't think it necessary to let 
-leblood?" 

>ptec 
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"Yon half deserve it, Sirrah!" said Sir Richard, who 
iRras veiy angry : but the Don interposed quickly. 

"Heavenforbid, Senors! We are noPrench duellists, 
-wlio are mad enongh to make four or siz lives answer for the 
sins of two. This gentleman and I have quarrel enough 
between us, I suspect, to make a right bloody enconnter." 

" The dependence is good enough, Sir," said Gary, lick- 
ing his sinful Ups at the thought *' Yery well. Bapiers and 
Shirts at three to - morro w moming — Is that the bill of fare ? 
Ask Sir Richard where, Atfy? It is against punctilio now 
for me to speak to him tili after I am killed," 

'< On the sands opposite. The tide will be out at three. 
And now, gallant gentlemen, let us join the bowlers." 

And so they went back and spent a merry evening, all 
except poorBose, who, ere she went back, hadpouredall 
her sorrows into Lady Grenvile's ear. For the kind woman, 
knowing that she was motherless and guideless, carried her 
off into Mrs. St. Leger's Chamber, and there entreated her to 
teil the truth, and heaped her with pity, but with no comfort. 

For, indee4> what comfort was there to give ? 

* * * * * 

Three o*clock, upon a still pure bright Midsummer 
moming. A broad and yellow sheet of ribbed tide -sands, 
through which the shallow river wanders from one hill-foot 
to the other, whispering round dark knolls of rock, and 
under low tree - fringed cliffs, and banks of golden broom. 
A mile below, the long bridge and the white- walled town, 
all sleeping pearly in the soft haze, beneath a cloudles% 
yault of blue. The white glare of dawn, which last night 
hung high in the north - west, has travelled now to the north- 
east, and above ttie wooded wall of the hüls the sky is 
flushing with rose and amber. 

A long line of gulls goes wailing up inland ; the rooks from 
Annery come cawing and sporting round thecomer atLand- 
cross, while high above them four or fire herons flap 
solemnly along to find their breakfast on the shallows. The 
pheasants and partridges are clucking merrily in the long 
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wet grass ; every copse and hedge-row rings with the voice 
of birds : but the lark, who has been singing sinoe midnight 
in the '* blank height of the dark," suddenly hushes bis carol 
and drops headlong among the com, as a broad-winged 
bozzurd swings £rom some wooded peak into the abTss of 
the Valley, and hangs high-poised above the heavenward 
songster* The air is ftdl of perfume; sweet clover, new- 
mown hay, the firagrant breaäi of kine, the dainty seent of 
sea-weed wreaths and fresh wet sand. Gloiious day, 
glorious place, "bridal of earth and öky,*' deoked well with 
bridal garlands, bridal perfhmes, bridal songs, — What do 
thoM four cloaked figures there by the river brink, a dark 
spot on the fair face of the smnmer mom? 

Yet one is as cheerfol as if he too , like all nature round 
him, were going to a wedding; and that is Will Gary. He 
has been bathing down below, to cool bis brain and steady 
bis band ; and he intends to stop Don Guzman Maria Magda- 
lena Sotomayor de Soto's wooing for ever and a day. The 
Spaniardisinaverydifferentmood; fierce and haggard, he 
is paCing up and down the sand. He intends to kill Will 
Gary: butthen? Will hebe the nearerto Rose bydoing so? 
Gan he stay in Bideford? Will she go with him? Shäll he 
stoop to stain bis family by marrying a burgher's danghter? 
It is a confüsed, all but desperate business; and Don 
Guzman is certain but of one thing, that he is madly in love 
with thiä fair witch, and that if she refiise him, then, rather 
than see her accept another man, he would kill her with bis 
own hands. 

Sir Richard Grenrile too is in no very pleasant humour, 
as St Leger soon discovers, when the two seconds begin 
whispering over their arrangements. 

" We cannot have either of them killed , Arthur." 
" Mr. Gary swears he will kill the Spaniard , Sir." 
f^Heshan't. The Spaniard is my guest. I am answerable 
for him to Iieigh,and for bis ransom too. And how canLeigh 
aceept the ransom if the man is not givett up safe and sound? 
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They won't pay for a dead carcass , boy ! The man's life is 
worth two hundred pounds»" 

" A very bad bttrgam, Sir, for those who pay tiie said two 
himdred for thö rasoal ; büt what if he kills Carjr?" 

"Worse still. Gary must not be killed. I am yery angry 
with him , but he is töo good a lad to be lost; and his fati^er 
would nerer fbrgiye us. We miut strike np their swords at 
the first Scratch." 

" It will make tiiem very mad , Sir." 

^' Hang them ! let them fight us then, if they don't like oar 
counseL Itmostbe, Arthur." 

"Besure, Sir," said Arthur, '^thatwhatsoeveryoushall 

command, I shall perform. It is only too great an honour 

to a young man as I am , to find my seif in the same duel with 

your worship,and to have the advantage of your wisdom and 

I experience." 

Sir Biehard smiles, and says — "Now, gentl^nenl are 
youready?" 

The Spaniard pulls out a little crucifix, and kisses it de- 
▼outly) smiting on his breast; cros^es himself two orthree 
times, and says — '^Mostwillingly, Senor." 

Gary kisses no crucifix , but says a prayer nevertheless. 

Gloaks and doublets are tossed off, the men plaoed, the 
rapiers measured hilt and point; Sir Bichard and St Leger 
place themselves right and leffc of the combatants, fadng 
each other, the pOints of their drawn swords on the sand. 
Gary and the Spaniard stand for a moment quite upright^ 
their sword-arms stretched straight before them, holding the 
long rapier horiaontally , the left band dutching the dagger 
dose to their breasts. So they stand, eye to eye, with 
clenohed teeth and pale crushed lips, while men might count 
a score ; St Leger can hear the beating of his own heart; Sir 
Bichard is praying inwardly that no life may be lost Sud- 
denly there is a quick tum of Gary's Writt, and a leap for- 
ward« The Spaniard's dagger flathes, and the rapier is 
tomed aside; Gary Springs six feet back as the S|)aniard 
rushes on him in tum. Parry, thrust, parry — *^ 
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ratües, thesparksfly, the men breathe fierce and load ; tiie 
devirs game is begun in eamest 

Five minutes hare the two had instant death a short six 
inches off £rom those wild sinfal hearts of theirs, and nota 
Scratch has been given. Yes! the Spaniard*s rapier passes 
ander Cary'sleft arm; hebleeds. 

<<A hit! a hit! Strike up, Atty!" and the swords are 
strack ap instantly. 

Gary, nettled by the smart, tries to close with his foe, bat 
the seconds cross their swords before him. 

"It is enough, gentlemen. Don Gasmanns honoor is 
satisfied!" 

" Bat not my revenge , Senor," says the Spaniard, witii t 
frown. "This dael is ä routrance, on my part; and, I be- 
Heye, on Mr. Cary's also." 

"Byheavenitis!" says Will, trying to pash past "Let 
mego, Arthar St. Leger; oneofasmastdown. Letmego, 
Isay!" 

"If yoa stir, Mr^-Cary, yoa have to do with Richard 
Grenvile!" thanders the Hon voice. "I am angry enoagh 
with yoa for having broaght on this dael at alL Don'tpro- 
voke me still further , yoang hot-head ! " 

Gary stops salkily. 

"Yoa do not know all, Sir Eichard, or you woold not 
speak in this way." 

"I do, Sir, all: and I shall have the honoor of taUdngit 
orer with Don Gazman myself." • 

"Hey?" Said the Spaniard. "Yoa came here as my 
second, Sir Richard, as I nnderstood: bat not as my conn- 
selor." 

"Arthar, take yoar man away! Gary! obey me as 
yoa woald yoar father, Sir! Gan yoa not trast Richard 
Grenvüe?" 

"Gomeaway, for God*s sake ! " says poor Arthar; drag- 
ging Cary*s sword from him ; " Sir Richard mast know best!" 

So Gary is let off salking, and Sir Richard toms to the 
- -vd, 
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''And now, Don Guzman, allow me, though much agalnst 
mj will, to speak to you as a friend to a Mend. You will 
pardon me if I saj that I cannot but have seen last night's 
devotionto — " 

"You will be pleased, Senor, not to mention thename 
of anj lady to whom I may have shown 'devotion. I am not 
accustomed to have my little affairs talked over by any un- 
bidden counselors." 

" Well, Senor, if you take offence, you take that which is 
not given. Only I warn you, with all apologies for any 
seeming forwardness, that the quest on which you seemto 
be, is one on which you will not be allowed tö proceed." 

"And who will stop me?" asked the Spaniard with a 
fierce oath. 

"You are not aware, illustrious Senor," said Sir Richard, 
parrying the question*, "that our English laity look upon 
mixed marriages with fall as much dislike as your own eccle- 
siastics." 

"Marriage, Sir? Who gave you leave to mention that 
wordtome?" 

Sir Richard's brow darkened; the Spaniard, in his insane 
pride , had forced upon the good knight a suspicion which 
was not really just. 

"Is it possible, then, Senor Don Gruzman, that I am to 
have the shame of mentioning a baser word?" 

" Mention what you will, Sir. All words are the same to 
me; for, just or unjust, I shall answer them alike only by 
my sword." 

"You will do no such thing, Sir. You forget that I am 
your host" 

"And do you suppose that you have therefore a right to 
insultme? Stand on your guard, Sir!" 

Grenvile answered by slapping his own rapier home into 
the sheath with a quiet smile. 

"Senor Don Guzman must be well enough aware of who 
Bichard Grenvile is , to know that he may claim the right of 
refiising duel to any man, if he shall so tfaink fit." 
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^^Sir!" eried the Spaniaxd ydih an oatb, "this is too 
mueh I Dq you dare to hmt that I am unworthy of your 
sword? Know, ifißolent fingliehman, I amnot merely a De 
Soto, — though that, by St. James, were enough for you or 
aay man. I a Sotomayor, a Mendoza, a Bovadilla, a Lo- 
sada, a — Sir I I haYQ blood royal in my yeins, and you dare 
to refuse my challenge? " 

<' Richard Grenvile can show quarteripgs, probably, 
againat even Don Guzman Maria Magdalena Sotomayor de 
Soto, or againit (wiih no off^nce to the unquestioned nobi- 
lity of your pedigree) the bluest blood of Spain. But he can 
show, moreoyer, thankGod, a reputation which r^iaea him 
as muoh aboye the imputation of cowardice, as it does above 
that of diacourtesy. If you think fit , Senor , to f orget what 
you have just, in very excuaable anger, yented, and to retum 
urith me,'you will find me atill, as ever,your wost faithful aer- 
vant and hoat. If otherwise , you haye ojaly to nsame whither 
you wiah your maila to be aent, and I shall, with unfeigued 
sorrow, obey your commanda conoeming them." 

The Spaniard bowed stiffly , answered, " To the «earept 
tayengi, Senor," and then atrode away. üia baggage waa 
aent tbither. He took a boat down to Appledore that very 
aftemoon, and yaniahed, none knew whither. A yery courte- 
oua note to Lady GrenyUe, encloaing the^ewel which he had 
been uaed to wear round hia neck, waa the only memorial he 
left behind him: exeept, indeed, the aoar on Cary'a ^xm, and 
poor Koae'a broken heart. 

Now county towna are acandaloua placea, at best; and 
though all parüea tried to keep the duel aeoret, yet, of 
courae , before noon all Bideford knew what had happened, 
and a ^eat deal more ; and what was eyen worae, Koae, in an 
agony of terror, had aeen Sir Kiclu^d Grenyüe enter her 
father'a priyate rqom, and ait there oloaeted with him for an 
hour and more; and when he went, up-staira came old Sal- 
teme, with hia atiek in his band, and after rating her soundly 
for far worae than a flirt, gave her (I am aorry to haye to say 
'^, but such was the mild fashion of pateraal xvHq in those 
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timesjeven over such daughters as Lady Jane Grey, if Roger 
Ascham is to be believed) such a beatmg that her poor sides 
were black and blue for many a day ; and then , putting her 
on a pillion behind him, carried her off twenty miles to her 
old prison at Stow Mill, commanding her aunt to tarne down 
her saucy blood with bread of affliction and water of afflic- 
tion. Whieh commands were willmgly enough falfiUed by 
the old dame, who had always bome a grudge against Rose 
for being rieh while she was poor, and pretty while her 
daughter was piain; so that between flouts, and sneers, and 
watcluog? , and pretty open hints that she was a disgrace to 
her famfly , and no better than she should be, the poor inno- 
cent child watered her couoh with her tears for a fortnight or 
more, stretching out her hands to the wide Atlanti<2, and 
c^Uing wüdly to Don Guzman to return and take ha? wfeere 
he would, and she would live for him and di^ for him; and 
perhaps she did not c^tll in vain. 
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CHÄPTER Xm. 

HOW THE QOLDEN HIND CAHE HOME AGAIN. 

"The spirits of your fathers 
Sball Start from every wave; 
For the deck it was tbeir field of fame , 
And ocean was their grave/' 

Cahpbbxx. 

"So you see, my dear Mrs. Hawkins, having the silver, 
as your own eyes show you, beside the ores of lead, 
manganese, andcopper, andaboveallthisgossan, (asthe 
Comish call it,) which I suspect to be not merely the matrix 
of the ore, but also the very crude form and materia prima 
of all metais — you mark me ? — If my recipes , which I had 
from Doctor Dee, succeed only half so well as I expect, then 
I refine out theLuna, the silver, lay it by, and transmute 
the remaining ores into Sol, gold. Whereupon Peru and 
Mexico become superfluities , and England the mistress of 
the globe. Strange, no doubt; distant, no doubt: but 
possible, my dear Madam, possible!" 

"And what good to you if it be, Mr. Gilbert? If you 
could find a philosopher's stone to turn sinners into saints, 
now: — but nought saveGod's grace can do that: andthat 
last seems ofttimes over-long in coming." And Mrs. Haw- 
kins sighed. 

"But indeed, my dear Madam, conceive now. — The 
Comb Martin mine thus becomes a gold mine, perhaps in- 
exhaustible , yields me wherewithal to carry out my north- 
west patent; meanwhile toy brother Humphrey holds New- 
foun^and, and builds me &esh ships year by year (for the 
forests of pine are boundless) for my China voyage." 

"Sir Humphrey has better thioughts in his dear heart 
than gold, Mr. Adrian; a very close and gracious walker 
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he has been fhis seYen year. I wish my Captain John were 
80 too." 

"And how do you know I have nonght better in my 
mind^s eye than gold? Or, indeed, what better could I 
have? Is not gold the Spaniard's strength — the very 
mainspring of Antichrist? By gold only, therefore, can 
we ont-wrestle him. You shake your head: but say, dear 
Madam, (for gold England mnst hare,) which is better, to 
make gold bloodlessly at home , or take it bloodily abroad?** 

"Oh, Mr. Gilbert, Mr. Gilbert! is it not written, that 
those who make haste to be rieh ^ pierce themselves thrpugh 
with many sorrows? Oh, Mr. Gilbert! God's blessing is 
not on it all.** 

"Notonyou, Madam? Be eure that brave Captain John 
Hawkins's star told me a different tale, when I cast his 
natiTity for him. — Born under stormy planets, truly: but 
under right royal and fortunate ones. 

"Ah, Mr. Adrian! I am a simple body, andyouagreat 
phiiosopher: buti hold there is no star for the seamanlike 
the Btar of Bethlehem; and that goes with 'peace on earth 
and good will to men,* and not with sueh arms as that, Mr. 
Adrian. I can*t abide to look upon them.*' 

And she pointed up to one of the bosses of the ribbed 
oak-roof , on which was emblazoned the fatal crest which 
Clarencieuz Hervey had granted years before to her hus- 
band, the "Demi-Moor proper, bound." ' 

^'Ah, Mr. Gilbert! since first he went to Guinea after 
those poor negroes , little lightness has my heart known ; 
and Üke very day that that crest was put up in our grand new 
house, as the parson read the first lesson, there was this 
text in it, Mr. Gilbert, ' Woe to him that buildeth his house 
by iniquity, and his Chambers by wrong. Shalt thou live 
becanse thou dosest thyself in cedar?* And it went into 
my ears like fire, Mr. Gilbert, and into my heart like 
l^ul; and when tiie parson went on, 'Did not thy father 
eat and drink, and do judgment and justice? Then it 
was well widi him,* I thought of good old Captain Will; 
Weitward Ho! L 21 
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and — I tellyou, Mr. Gilbert, those negroes are on my soul 
from moming until night! We are all mighly grand now, 
and money comes in fast: but the Lord will require the 
blood of them at our hands yet , He will ! " 

<'My dearest Madam, who can prosper more than you? 
If your husband copied the Dons too closely once or twice in 
the matter of those negroes (which I do not deny) , was he 
not punished at once when he lost ships, men, aJlbutlife, 
atStJuand'UUoa?" 

"Ay, yes," she said; "and that did give me a bit pf 
comfort; especially when the Queen, God save her tender 
heart!. was so sharp with himforpityof thepoor.'wretches: 
but it has not mended him. He is growing fast like the rest 
now, Mr. Gilbert, greedy to win, and niggardly to spend, 
(God forgive him!) and always fretting and plotting for 
some new gain, and envying and grudging at Drake^ and all 
who are deeper in the snare of prosperily than he is. Gold, 
gold, nothing but gold in every mouth — thereitis! Ah! I 
mind when Plymouth was a quiet little God-fearing place as 
God could smile upon: but ever since my John, and Sir 
Francis, and poor Mr. Ozenham foünd out the way to the 
Indies, it 's been a sad place. Not a sailor*s wife, but is 
crying *Give, give,* like the daughters of thehorse-leech; 
and every woman must drive her husband out across seas to 
bring her home money to squander on hoods and far- 
thingales, and go mincing with outstretched necks, and 
wanton eyes ; and they will soon leam to do worse than that, 
for the sake of gain. But the Lord's band will be against 
their tires and crisping-pins , their mufflers and farthingales^ 
as it was against the Jews of old. Ah , dear me ! " 

The two interlocutors in this dialogue were sitting in a 
low oak-panelled room in Plymouth town, handsomely 
enough i^mished, adomed with carving and gilding and 
coats of arms, and noteworthy for many stränge knicknacks, 
Spanish gold and silver vessels on the sideboard; stränge 
birds and skins, Charts and rough drawings ofcoast which 
hung about the room; while over the £ire-place, above the 
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Portrait of old Captain Will Hawkins, pet of Henry the 
Eighth, hang the Spanish ensign which Captain John had 
taken in fair fight at Rio de la Hacha fifteen years before, 
when, with two hundred men, he seized the town in despite 
of ten hundred Spanish soldiers, and watered his ship 
triumphantly at the enemy*s wells. 

The genüeman was a tall fair man, with a broad and 
lofty forehead, wrinkled with study, and eyes weakened by 
long poring over the crucible and the fumace. 

The lady had onee been comely enough; but she was 
aged and wom, as sailors' wives are apt to be, by many 
sorrows. Many a sad day had she had already ; for although 
John Hawkins, port-admiral of Plymouth, and patriarch 
of British ship-builders ,' was a faithfiil husband enough, 
and as ready to forgive as he was to quarrel, yet he was 
obstinate and ruthless, and in spite of his reUgiosity (for 
all men were religious then) was by no means a " consistent 
Walker." 

And sadder days were in störe for her, poor soul. Nine 
years hence she would be asked to name her son's brave new 
ship, and would Christen it The Repentance, giving no 
reason, in her quiet steadfast way (so says her son Sir 
Richard) but that ''Repentance was the best 6hip in which 
we could sail to the harbour of heaven; *' and she would hear 
that Queen Elizabeth, complaining of the name for an un- 
lucky one, had re-christened her The Dainty, not without 
some bye-quip , perhaps , at the character of her most dainty 
captain, Richard Hawkins, the complete seaman and £u- 
phuistafloat, ofwhom, perhaps, more hereafter. 

With sad eyes, Mrs. (tiien Lady) Hawkins would see that 
gallant bark sail Westward-ho , to go the world around, as 
many another sbip sailed ; and then wait , as many a mother 
beside had waited, for the sail which never retumed; tili, 
dim and uncertain , came tidings of her boy fighting for four 
days three great Armadas , (for the cozcomb had his father's 
heart in him affcer all,) a prisoner, wounded, ruined, lan- 
guishing for weary years in Spanish prisons. And a sadder 

21* 
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day than that was in störe, when a gallant fleet sfaonld roand 
the Kam Head , not with dmm and trampet, but with solemn 
minute gons, and all flags half-mast high, to teil her that her 
terrible husband's woii^ was done, his terrible heartbroken 
by faihure and fatigne, and his body laid byDrake*s, beneath 
the far off tropic seas. 

And if , at Üie cloee of her evenlful life, one gleam of sun- 
shine opened f or a while , when her boy Richard retomed to 
herbosom from his Spanisk prison, to be knighted for his 
valonr, and made a Privy Oounselor for his wisdom: yet 
soon, howBOon, was the old cloud to close in againabove 
her, xmlil her weary eyes shouid open in the light of Para- 
dise. For that son dropped dead, some say at the very 
eonncil-tabie, leaving behind him nought but broken for- 
tnnes, and huge pnrposes which never were folfilled; and' 
the stormy star of that bold race set for ever, and Lady 
Hawkins bowed her weary head and-died, the groans of 
those Stolen negroes ringing inherears, having lived long 
enongh to see her husband's youthfal sin become a national 
institution, and a national curse for generations yet un- 
bom. 

I know not why ehe opened h^ heart that night to Adrian 
Gilbert, with a frankness which she would hardly have 
dared to use to her own family. Periiaps it was that Adrian, 
like his great brothers, Humphrey and Raleigfa, was a man 
fullof all loffcy anddelicate enthusiasms, tender and poetical, 
such as women cling to when their hearts are lonely : but so 
it was; and Adrian, half ashamed of his own ambitious 
dreams, satelookingatherawhileinsilence; andthen — 

**The Lord be with you, dearest Lady. Strange, how 
you women sit at home to love and suffer, while we men rush 
forth to break our hearts and yours against rocks of our own 
seeking! Ah well! were it not for Scripture, I shouid have 
thought that Adam, rather than Eve , had been the one who 
plucked Üie fruit of the forbidden tree." 

'*We women, I fear, did the deed neverthelesB; forwe 
bear the doom of it our lives long." 
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'< You always remind me , Madam , of my dear Mri^ Leigh 
of Bnrrough , and her counsels.** 

''Do you see her often? I hear of her as one of the Lord's 
most predous vessels/* 

"I would have done more ere now than see her," said he 
with a blush, "had she allowed me: bat she lives only for 
the memory of her husband and the fame of her noble 
sons." 

As he spoke the door opened, and in walked, wrapped 
in hiB rough sea-gown, none other than one of those said 
noble sons. 

Adrian tomed pale. 

"Amyas Leigh! What brings you hither? Howfaresmy 
brother? Where is the ship?" 

"Yonrbrotheriswell, Mr. Gilbert. The Golden Hind is 
gone OB to Dartznouih, with Mr. Hayes. I came adiore here, 
meaning to go north to Bideford, ere I went to London. 
I calied at Drake's just now, but he was away." 

" The Golden Hind ? What brings her home so »oon ? " 

** Yet welcome ever, Sir," said Mrs. Hawkins. " This is a 
great surprise, though. Captain John did not look for you 
tili next year." 

Amyas was silent 

"Somethingiswrong!" cried Adrian. "Speak!" 

Amyas tried, butcouldnot 

"Will you drive a man mad, Sir? Has the adrentore 
failed ? You said my brother was welL" 

"HeiswelL" 

"Then what ~ Why do you look at me in that fashion, 
Sir?" and springing up, Adrian rushed forward, and held 
the candle to Amyas's face. 

' Amyas*s lip quivered, as he laid his hand on Adrian's 
Shoulder. 

" Your great and glorious brother, Sir, is better bestowed 
than in settling Newfoundlaad." 

"Dead?" shrieked Adrian. 

"He is with the Crod whom he served! " 
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<*He was always with him, like Enoch: parable me no 
parables, if you love me, Sir!" 

'^And like Enoch, he was not; for God took him." 

Adrian clasped bis handsoverhisforehead, and leaned 
against the table. 

**Go on, Sir,go on. God will give me strength to hear all." 

And graduallj Amyas opened to Adrian that tragic story, 
which Mr. Hayes has long ago told far too well to allow a 
second edition of it from me ; of the unruliness of the men, 
ruffians, asisaid before, caughtupathap-hazard; of con- 
spiracies to carry off the ships, plunder of fishing vessels, 
desertions multiplying daily; licenses from the General to 
the lazy and fearfal to retum home: tili Adrian broke out 
with a groan — 

"From him? Conspired against him? Deserted from 
him? Dotards , buzzards ! Where would they have fomid 
such another leader ? " 

" Your illustrious brother, Sir," said Amyas, " if you will 
pardon me, was a very great philosopher, but not so much 
ofageneral." 

"General, Sir? Where was braver man?" 

"Not on God's earth: but that does not make a general, 
Sir. If Cortes had been brave, and no more, Mexico would 
have been Mexico still. The truth is, Sir, Cortes, like my 
Captain Drake, knew when to hang a man; and your great 
brother did not." 

Amyas , as I suppose , was right. Gilbert was a man who 
could be angry enough at baseness or neglect, but who was 
too kindly to punish it; he was one who coüld form the 
wisest and best digested plans, but who could not stoop to 
that hail-fellow-well-met drudgery among his subordinates 
which has been the talisman of great captains. 

Then Amyas went on to teil the rest of his story; the 
setting sail from St. John's to discover the southward coast; 
Sir Humphrey's chivalrous Determination to go in the little 
Squirrel of only ten tons , and " overcharged with nettings, 
fights,and small ordnance,"not onlybecause shewas more fit 
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to ezaminethe creeks^but beoause hehadheardqf sometaant 
against him among the men , that he was a&aid of the sea. 

After that, woeonwoe; how, sevendays after they lefk 

Cape Raz, their largest ship, the Delight, after ehe had 

"most part of the night" (I quote Häyes), "like the swan 

th)eit singeth before her death, continned in sounding of 

trumpets , drums , and fifes , also winding of the cornets and 

hautboys, and, in the end of their joUity, left off with the 

battle and dolefal knells," Struck the next day (the Golden 

Hind and the Squirrel sheering off just in time) upon un- 

known shoals; where were lost all but fourteen , and among 

them Frank's philosopher friend, poor Budseus; and those 

wbo escaped, after all horrors of cold and famine, were cast 

on shore in Newfoundland. How,. wom out with hunger and 

want of clothes, the crews of the two remaining ships per- 

suaded Sir Hiamphrey to sali toward England on the 31st of 

August; and on " that very instant, even in winding about," 

beheld close alongside "a very lion in shape, hair, and 

colour, not swimming, but sliding on the water with his 

whole body ; who passed along, tuming his head to and fro, 

yawning and gaping wide , with ugly demonstration of long 

teeth and glaring ey es ; and to bid us farewell (coming right 

against the Hind) he sent forth a horrible voice , roaring or 

bellowing as doth a lion." "What opinion others had 

thereof , and chiefly the General himself , I focbear to de- 

liver; but he took it for bonum omen, rejoieing that he was 

to war against such an enemy, if it were the devil." 

"And the devil it was, doubtless," said Adrian, "the 
roaring lion who goes about seeking whom he may devour." \ 

"Hehasnotgotyourbrother, atleast," quoth Amyas. 

"No," rejoined Mrs. Hawkins (smile not, reader, for 
those were days in which men believed in the devil); "he 
roared for joy to think how many poor souls would be left 
still in heathen darkness by Sir Htunphrey's death. God be 
with that goodknight, and send all mariners w^ere he is now!'* 

Then Amyas told the last scene; how, when they were 
off the Azores, the storms came on heavier than ever, with 
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''terrible s^s, breaking short and pyramicUwise/' tili, on 
the 9ih September, the tiny Squirrel nearly foundered and 
yet recovered; "and the General, sitting abaft with a book 
in bis band, cried out to us in the Hind so oft as we did i^- 
proach within bearing, ' We are as near heaven by sea as by 
land,* reiterating the same speech, well beseeming a soldier 
resolute in Jesus Christ, as I can testify he was. 

"The sameMonday, about twelve of the clock, or not 
long after, the frigate (the Squirrel) being ahead of us in 
the Golden Hind, suddenly her lights were out; and withal 
our watch cried, the General was cast away, which was 
true; for in that moment, the frigate was deroured and 
Bwallowed up of the sea." And so ended (I have used 
Hayes' own words) Amyas Leigh's story. 

"Oh, my brother! my brother!" moaned poor Adrian; 
" the glory of bis hou^ e , the glory of Devon ! " 

"Ah! what will the Queen say?" asked Mrs. Hawkins 
through her tears. 

"Teil me," asked Adrian, "had he the jewel on when 
he died?" 

"The Queen's jewel? He always wore that, and bis own 
posy too, < Mutare vel timere spemo.' He wore it; and he 
Uvedit" 

"Ay," Said Adrian, " the same to the last!" 

"Not qi^te that," said Amyas. "He was a meeker man 
latterly than he used to be. Ab he said himself onee, a better 
refiner than any whom he had on board had foUowed him 
close aU the seas over, and purified him in the fire. And 
gold seven times tried he was, when God, having doae bis 
work in him , took him home at last" 

And so the talk ended. There was no doubt that the ex- 
pedition had been an utter failure; Adrian was a ruined 
man; and Amyas had lost bis venture. 

Adrian rose , and begged leave to retire ; he must collect 
himself. 

"Poor gentleman!" said Mrs. Hawkins; "it is littleelse 
he has left to collect" 
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" Or I either : " said Amyas. " I was going io ask you to 
lend me one of your 8on*s snirts , and üve ponnds to get my- 
self and my men home.** 

"Five? Fifty, Mr. Leighl God forbid that John Haw- 
kins's wife should refose her last penny to a distressed ma- 
riner, and he a gentleman bom. But you must eat and drink/* 

"It's more than I havc done for many a day worth 
speaking of." 

And Amyas sat down in his rags to a good supper, while 
Mrs. Hawkins told him all the news which she could of his 
motber, whom Adrian Gilbert had seen a few months be- 
fore in London; and then went on, naturally enough, to 
the Bideford news. 

"Andbythebye, CaptainLeigh, IVe sad news for you 
from your place ; and I had it from one who was there at the 
time. You must knowa^Spanishcaptain, aprisoner — ^" 

" What, the one I sent nome from Smerwick?" 

*'You sent? Mercy on us? Then, perhaps, you Ve heard — " 

"How can I have heard? What?" 

** That he 's gone off, the villain ! " 

" WÜhout paying his ransom?" 

*<I can't say that; but Ihere's a poor innoeent young 
maid ffone off with him, one Salteme's daughter — the 
Popishserpent!" 

'^Bose oalteme, the mayor's daughter, the Böse of 
Torridge?" 

" That *s her. Bless your dear soul , what ails you?" 

Amyas had dropped back in his seat as if he had been 
shot: but he recovered himself before kind Mrs. Hawkins 
could rush to the cupboard for cordials. 

"You '11 forgive me, Madam; but I'm weak from the 
sea; and your good alehasturnedmeabitdizzy, Ithink." 

" Ay , yes , tis too , too heavy , tili you Ve been on shore 
awhile. Try the aqua vitae; my Captain John has it right 
good; and a bit too fond of it too, poor dear soul, between 
whiles, Heaven forgive him!" 

So she poured some streng brandy and water down 
Amyas's throat, in spite of his refusals. and sent him to 
bed, but not to sleep; and after a night of tossing, he 
stairted for Bideford, having obtained the means toi so 
doing from Mrs. Hawkins. 
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CHAPTEß XrV. 

HOW 8ALVATI0N YEO 8LEW THE KING OF THE GüBBIKGS. 

"Ignorance and evil, even in ftill flight, deal terrible baek-^anded 
8trok6s at their porsaers/* — Hbi.ps. 

Now I am sony to say, for the honour of my conntiy, 
that it was by no means a safe thing in those days to 
travel from Plymouth to the north of Devon; becanse, to 
get to your joiimey*s end, nnless you were minded to make 
. a circuit of many miles, you must needs pass through the 
territory of a foreign and hostile potentate, who had many 
times rayaged the dominions , and defeated the forces of her 
Majesty Queen Elizabeth, and was named (behind his back 
at least) the King of the Gubbings. " So now I dare call 
them," says FuUer, "secured by distance, which one of 
more valour durst not do to their face , for fear their fuiy 
fall upon him. Yet hitherto have I met with none who could 
render a reason of their name. We call the shavings of fish 
(which are little worth) gubbings ; and sure it is that they 
are sensible that the word importeth shame and disgrace. 

"As for the Suggestion of my worthy and leamed friend, 
Mr. Joseph Maynard, that such as did 'inhabitare montes 
gibberosos, were called Gubbings, such will smile at the 
ingenuity who dissent from the truth of the etymology. 

"I have read of an England beyond Wales, but the 
Gubbings land is a Scythia within England, and they pure 
heathens therein. It lieth nigh Brent For in the edge of 
Dartmoor it is reported, that some two hundred years since, 
two bad women being with child, fled thither to hide them- 
selves ; to whom certain lewd fellows resort^d, and this was 
their first original. They are a peculiar race of their own ma- 
king exempt from bishop, archdeacon, and all authority, 
either ecclesiastical or civil. They live in cots (rather holes 
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than houses) like swine, having all in common, moltiplied 
without marriage into many hundreds. Their langaage is 
the drosB of the drega of the vulgär Deronian; and Öie more 
leamed a man is, the worse he can imderstand them. During 
our civil wars no soldiers were qnartered upon them , for 
fear of being qnartered amongst them. Their wealth con- 
sisteth in other men*s goods; they live by stealing the sheep 
on the moors; and vain is it for any to search their honses, 
being a work beneath the pains of • any sheriff , and above 
the power of any constable. Such is their fleetness, they 
will outrun many horses; vivaciousness, they outlive most 
men; living in an ignorance of luzury, the extinguisher of 
life. They hold together like bees; offendone, and all will 
revenge his quarrel. 

'^Butnowlaminformed that they begin to be civilized, 
and tender their children. to baptism, and retum to be 
men, yea, Christians again. I.hopenocimVpeople amongst 
US will tum barbarians, now these barbarians begin to be 
civilized." * 

With which quip against the Anabaptists of his day, 
Füller ends his story; and I leave him, to set forth how 
Amyas, in fear of these sameScythians and heatbens, rode 
out of Plymouth on a right good horse, in his fall suit of 
armour, carryinglanceandsword, and over and above two 
great dags, or horse -pistols; and behind him Salvation 
Yeo , and ßye or six north Devon men (who had served with 
him in Ireland, and were retuming on farlough), clad in 
head-pieces and quilted jerkins, each man with his pike 
and sword, and Yeo with arquebuse and match, while 
two sumpter poneys carried the baggage of this formidable 
troop. 

They pushed on as fast as they could, through Tavi- 
stock , to reach before nightfall Lydford , where they meant 
to sleep : but what with buying the horses, and other delays, 
they had not been able to start before noön; and night feil 
just as they reached the frontiers of the enemy's country. 

« Faller, p. 898. 
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A dreairy place enough it was, bj the wild jglare of snnset. 
A high table-laad of heath, biuiked on the light hy tiie 
era^s amd hilk of Dartmoor, and sloping awaj to the 80«th 
aad west toward the foot of th^ great cone of Brent-Tor, 
which towered up like an extinct yolcano (as some say that 
it really is) , crowned with the tiny church , the votiTe offer- 
ing of some Plymouth merchant of old times , who vowed in 
sore distress to build a church to the Blessed Virgin on the 
firstpoint of English land which he should see. Far awaj, 
down those waste slopes, they could see the tiny threads of 
blue smoke rising from the dens of the Gubbings ; and more 
than once they called a halt, to examine whether distant 
fdrze-bushes and poneys might not be the patrols of an 
advancing army. It is all yery well to laugh at it now, in the 
nineteenä Century, but it was no laughing matter then; as 
they found before they had gone two miles further. 

Ob the middle of the down stood a way-side inn; a deso- 
late and villanous-looking lump of lichen-spotted granite, 
with Windows paper-patched, and rotting thatch kept down 
by stones and straw-bands ; and at the back a rambling 
courtledge of bams and walls , around which pigs and bare- 
foot children grunted in loying communion of dirt At the 
door, rapt apparently in the contemplaüon of the mountain 
peaks which glowed rieh orange in the last lingering sun- 
rays , but really watching which way the sheep on the moor 
were taking, stood the inn-keeper, a brawny, sodden- 
▼isaged, blear-eyed siz feet of brutishness, holding up his 
hose with one band , for want of points, and clawing with 
the other his elf-locks, on which a fair sprinkling of feathers 
might denote; first, that he was just out of bed, having 
been out sheep- stealing all the night before; and secondly, 
that by natural genius he had anticipated the opinion of 
that great apostle of sluttishness, Fridericus Dedekind^ and 
his faithful disciple Dekker, which last speaks thus to all 
gulls and grobians: — ^'Consider that as those trees of 
cobweb lawn, wovon by Spinners in the fresh May momings, 
do dressthe curled heads of the mountains, and adom the 
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swellmg bosoms of the yalleys ; or as those snowy fleeces, 
which the naked brier steals from the in&oceitt sheep to 
make himself a wann winter livery, are , to either of them 
both, an excellent omament ; so ma^e thon acconnt, tiiat to 
have feaithers sticking here and tiiere on thj head wilf 
emb^iish thee, and set thy crown out rarely. None dare 
upbraid Ükee , that like a beggar thou hast lain on straw , or 
Hke a traTelling pedler npon musty flocks ; for those featiiers 
wiU rise up as witnesses to choke him that sajs so, and 
to prove thy bed to have been of the soflest down." Even 
so did those feathers bear witness that Ihe possessor of 
Bogues* Harbour Inn, on Brent-Tor Down, whatever eise 
he lacked, lacked not geese enongh to keep him in soft 
lying. 

Presently he spies Amyas and his party coming slowly 
over^the hül, pricks up his ears, and coonts Hiem; sees 
Amyas*B armour; shakes his head and gronts; and then, 
beingamanoffewwords, utters a sleepy howl — 

" Mirooi I — Fushing pooale ! " 

A Stripping lass — whose only covering (fbr coontry 
women at work in those days dispeüsed with the omament 
of a gown) is a green bodice and red petticoat, neither of 
them over-ample — brings out his fishing-rod and basket, 
and th« man, haymg tied up his hose with some ends of 
string, examines the foot-link. 

«Don vlies* gonei" 

"May be," says Mary; "shoiddn't hav' left mim out to 
coort May be old hen's ate mun off. I see her chocking 
about a while agone." 

The host receires this intelligence with an oath, and 
repliesbyaviolentblowatMary'shead, which she, accus- 
tomed to such slight matters, dodges, and then retums the 
blow with good effeet on the shock-head. 

Whereon mine host, equaliy accustomed to such slight 
matters, quietly shambles off , howling as he departs — 

"Tellpatrico!" 

Mary runB in, comb« her bair, slips a pair of stoiddngs 
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and her best gown over her dirt, and awaits the Coming 
gaests , who make a few long faces at the ''mucksj sort of a 
place ,** but prefer to spend the night there than to bivouac 
close to the enemy's camp. 

So the old hen who has swallowed the dun flj is killed, 
plucked, and roasted, and certain "black Dartmoor mutton" 
is put onthe gridiron, and being compelled to confess the 
truth by that fiery torment, proclaims itself to all noses as 
red-deer venison. In the meanwhile Amyas has put his 
horse and the poneys into a shed, to which he can find 
neitherlocknorkey, andtherefore retums grumbling, not 
without fear for his steeds' safety. The baggage is heaped 
in a comer of the room, and Amyas Stretches his legs before 
a turf fire ; while Yeo , who has his notions about Üie place, 
posts himself at the door, and the men are seized with a 
desire to superintend the cooking, probably to be attributed 
to the fact that Mary is cook. 

Presently Yeo comes in again. 

" There *s a gentleman just Coming up , Sir , all aloioie." 

'*Ask him to make one of our party, then, with my com- 
pliments." 

Yeo goes out, and retums in five minutes. 

"Please, Sir, he'sgoneinbackways, bythecourt" 

"Well, he has an odd taste, ifhemakes himself athome 
here." 

Out goes Yeo again, and comes back'once more after ßre 
minutes, in high excitement 

"Come out, Sir; for goodness' sake come out I Ve got 
him. Safeasaratinatrap, Ihave!" 

"Who?" 

"A Jesuit, Sir." 

"Nonsense, man!" 

"I teil you truth, Sir. I went round the house, fori 

didn*t like the looks of him as he came up. I knew he was 

one of them villains the minute he came up, by the way he 

tumed in his toes , and put down his feet so still and carefnl. 

He as if he was airaid of offending God at eyery step. So I 
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just put my eye between the wall and the dem of the gate, 
and I saw him come up to the back door and knock, and call 
'Mary! * quite still, like any Jesuit; and the wench flies out 
to him ready to eat him; and *Go away/ I heard her say, 
'there 's a dear man;* and then something about a 'queer 
cuffin,' (that 's a justice in these canters' thieves' Latin); 
and with that he takes out a somewhat — I'll swear it was 
one of those Popish Agnuses — and gives it her; and she 
kisses it , and crosses herseif, and asks him if that 's the 
right way, and then puts it into her bosom, and he says, 
'Blessyou, mydaughter;* and then I was sure of the dog; 
and he slips quite still to the stable, and peeps in, and when 
he sees no one there , in he goes , and out I go , and shut to 
the door, and back a cart that was thei^e up against it, and 
call otit one of the men to watch the stable , and the girl's 
crying like mad." 

^'Whatafool'strick, man! How do you know that he is 
not some honest gentleman after all?" 

"Fool or none, Sir; honest gentlemen don't give maidens 
Agnuses. I We put him in ; and if you wknt him let out 
again , you must come and do it yourself , for my conscience 
is against it, Sir. If theLord's enemies are delirered into 
my band, I'm answerable, Sir," went on Yeo as Amyas 
hurried out with him, "'Tiswritten, 'If anyletoneof them 
go, bis life shall be for the life of him.' " 

So Amyas ran out, puUed back the cart grumbling, open- 
ed the door, and began a string of apologies to — bis cousin 
Eustace. . 

Yes, herehewas, with such a countenance, half foolish, 
half venomous , as Beynard wears when the last spadeful of 
earth is thrown back, and he is revealed sitting discon- 
solately on bis tail within a yard of the terriers' noses. 

Neither cousin spoke for a minute or two. At last 
Amyas, — 

" Well, cousin hide-and-seek, how lotig have you added 
horse-stealing to your other trades? " 

"My dear Amyas," said Eustace very meekly, "I may 



336 HOW SALVATIOH TBO 

surely go iato an iim ttable wiüiont intending to steal whtt 
is in it** 

«Of course, oldfellow/' saidArnjas, mollified, ^^Iwas 
onlyinjeet. Bntwhatbringsyouhere? Notpradenoe, cer- 
tainly." 

'fl am boond to know no pradence saTe for the Lord't 
work." 

''That*8 giving awaj Agnus Deis, and deoeiving poor 
heathen wenches, Isuppose/* saidYeo. 

£u0tace answered pretty roundly, — 

'^Heatiiena? Yes, troly; yon Protesiants leave these 
poor wretches heathens, and then insult and persecute those 
who, withadeT<fdonanknownto70u, laboor at tiie danger 
of their lives to make them Christians. Mr. Amyas Leigh, 
you can give me up to be hanged at Exeter, i£ it thaXL so 
please you to disgrace your own family; bat from tfais spot 
neither yon, no, nor all the myrmidons of yonr Queen, shall 
drire me , while there is a soul here left nnsaved.*' 

"Come out of the stable, at least," said Amyas; "you 
don*t want to make the horses Papists, as well as the asses, 
do you? Come out, man, and go to the devil your own way. 
I shan*t inform against you; and Yeo here will hold Ids 
tongueifitellhim, Iknow." 

^It goes sorely against my conscieniCe, Sir; but being 
that he is your Cousin, ofcourse — " 

" Of course ; and now come in and eat wiüi me ; supper *8 
just ready, and bygones shall be bygones, if you will have 
them so." 

How much forgiyeness Eustace feit in his heart, I know 
not: butheknew, ofcourse, thatheoughttoforgiye; and 
to go in and eat with Amyas was to perform an act of for- 
giyeness, and for the best of motiyes, too, for by it the cause 
of the Church might be furthered; and acts and motiyes 
being correct, what more was needed? So in he went; and 
yet he neyer forgot Üiat scar upon his cheek; and Amyas 
could not look hun in the face , but Eustace must £Ancy tiiat 
his eyes were on the scar, and peep up from under his Hds, 
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to see if there was any smile of triumph on that honest 
visage. They talked away over the venison, guardedly 
enoagh at first: bnt as they went on, Amyas's straight- 
forward kindliness warmed poor Eustace's frozen heart; and 
ere they were aware, they found themselves talking o.ver 
old haunts and old passages of their boyhood — uncles, 
aunts, and Cousins; and Eustace, without any sinister In- 
tention, asked Amyas why he was going to Bideford, whil^ 
Frank and his mother were in London. 

'* To teil you the truth , I cannot rest tili I hare heard the 
whole story about poor Rose Salteme." 

" What about her? " cried Eustace. 

"Doyounotknow?" ^ 

^'How shouldl knowanythinghere? For Heaven's sake, 
what has happened?" 

Amyas told him, wondering at his eagemess, for he had 
never had the least suspicion of Eustace's love. 

Eustace shrieked aloud. 

'*Fool, fool that I have been! Caught in my own trap! 
Yillain, villain that he is! After all he promised me at 
Lundy!" 

And springing up, Eustace stamped up and down the 
room, gnashing his teeth, tossing his head &om side to side, 
and clutching with outstretched hands at the empty air, with 
the horrible gesture (HeaTcn grant that no reader has ever 
witnessed it!) of that despair which still seeks bHndly for 
the object which it knows is lost for ever. 

Amyas sat thunderstruck. His first Impulse was to ask, 
** Lundy? What knew you of him? What had he or you to 
do at Lundy? " but pity conquered curiosity. 

"Oh, Eustace! Andyouthenlovedhertoo?" 

"Don't speak to me! Loved her? Yes, Sir, and had as 
good a right to love her as any one of your precious brother- 
hood of theEose. Don't speak to me, I say, orl shalldo 
you a mischief ! " 

So Eustace knew of the brotherhood too ! Amyas longed 

WeslwardHo! U 22 
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to ask him how; bat what use in tbat? If he knew it, he 
knew it: and what härm? So he only answered, — 

"My good cousin, why be wrothwithme? If youreally 
love her, now is the time to take counsel with me how best 
wesVaU— " 

Eustace did not let him finish his sentence. Conscious 
that he had betrayed himself upon more points than one , he 
stopped Short in his walk, suddenly collected himself by one 
great effort, and eyed Amyas from undemeath his brows 
with the old down look. 

"How best we shall do what, my valiant cousin?" said 
he, in a meaning and half scornfal Yoiee. "What doesyoor 
most chivalrous brotherhood of the Rose purpose in such a 
case?" 

Amyas, a little netüed, stood on his guard in retum, and 
answered bluntly, — 

"What the brotherhood of the Rose will do, I can*tyet 
say. What it ought to do, I have a pretty sure guess." 

" So have I. To bunt her down as you would an outlaw, 
because forsooth she has dared to Ibve aCatholic ; to murder 
her lover in her arms, and drag her home again stained 
with his blood, to be forced, by threats and persecution, to 
renounce that church in whose maternal bosom she has 
doubtless long since found rest and holiness ! " 

"If she has found holiness, it matters little to me where 
she has found it, Master Eustace : but that is the very point 
that I should be glad to know for certain." 

"And you will go and discover for yourself ?" 

"Have you no wish to discover it also?" 

" And if I had, what would that be to you ? " 

"Only," said Amyas, trying hard to keep his temper, 
"that, if we had the same purpose, we might sail in the same 
ship." 

"You intendto sail, then?" 

"I mean simply, that we might work together.'* 

" Our paths lie on very different roads, Sir ! " 
\ "I am afraid you never spoke a truer word, Sir. In the 
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meanwhile, ere we part, be so kind as to teil me whatjou 
meant by saying that you had met this Spaniard at Lnndy ?" 

^*I shall refdse to answer that." 

"You will please to recollect, Eustace, that however 
good friends we hare been for the last half-hour , you are in 
my power. I hav e a right to know the bottom of this matter ; 
and by Hearen I will ^ow it ! " 

"In your power? see that you are not in mine ! Remem- 
ber, Sir, that you are within a — within a few miles, at least, 
of those who will obey me, their Catholic benefactor: but 
who owe no allegiance to tiiose Protestant authorities who 
have left them to the lot of the beasts which perish." 

Amyas was very angry. He wanted but little more to 
make him catch Eustace by the Shoulders , shake the life out 
of him, and deliyer him into the tender guardianship of Yeo: 
but he knew that to take him at all was to bring certain death 
on him, and disgrace on the family; and remembering 
Frank's conduct on that memorable night at Clovelly, he 
kept faimself down. 

"Take me," said Eustace, "if you will, Sir! You, who 
complain of us that we keep no faiüi with heretics, will per- 
haps recollect that you asked me into this room as your 
guest; and that in your good faith I trusted, whenl enter- 
ed it." 

The argument was a worthless one in law; for Eustace 
had been a prisoner before he was a guest, and Amyas was 
guilty of something yery like misprision of treason in not 
handing him over to the nearest justice. However, all he 
did was, to go to the door , open it, and bowing to his Cou- 
sin, bid him walk out and go to the devil, since he seemed 
to have set his mind on ending his days in the Company of 
that personage. 

Whereon Eustace vanished. 

" Pooh ! " said Amyas to himself : " I can find out enough, 
and too much, I fear, without the help of such crooked 
vermin. I must see Gary ; I must see Salteme ; and I sup- 
pose , if I am ready to do my duty, I shall learn somehow 

22* 
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what it^is. Now to sleep ; to-morrow up and away to what 
God sends." 

''Come in hither, men," shouted he down the passage, 
'* and sleep here. Haven't you had enough of this yillanous 
sour eider ?," 

The men came in yawning, and settled themselv^s to 
sleep on the floor. 

"Where'sYeo?" 

No one knew; he had gone out to say his prayers, and 
had not retumed. 

"Never mind," said Amyas , who suspected some plot on 
the old man's part. " He '11 take care of himself , I 'U Warrant 
him.'' 

^'No fear of that, Sir," and the four tars were soon sno- 
ring in concert round the fire, while Amyas laid himself on 
the Bettle , with his saddle for a pillow. 



It was about midnight, when Amyas leaped to his feet, 
orrather feil upon his back, upsetting saddle, settle, and 
finally, table, under the notion that ten thousand ßjing 
dragons were bursting in the window close to his ear, with 
howls most fierce and feil. The flying dragons past, however, 
being only a flock of terror-stricken geese , which flew Aap- 
ping and screaming round the comer of the house: büt the 
noise which had startled them did notpass; and another 
minute made it evident that a sharp fight was going on in the 
cburt-yard, and that Yeo was hallooing lustily for help. 

Out tumed the men , sword in band, burst the back door 
open, stumbling over pails and pitchers , and into the court- 
yard, where Yeo, his back against the stable-door, was 
holding his own manfully with sword and buckler against a 
dozen men. 

Dire and manifold was the screaming; geese screamed, 
chickens screamed, pigs screamed, donkeys screamed, Mary 
screamed from an Upper window; and to complete the 
Chorus, a flock ofplovers, attracted by the noise , wheeled 
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round and round over head , and added their screams also to 
thatDutch concert. 

Tlie Bcreaming went on, but the fight ceased; for, as 
Amyas rushed into the yard, the whole party of ruffians took 
to their heels, and yanished orer a low hedge at the other 
end of the yard. 

"Are you hurt, Yeo?" 

" Not a Scratch, thank heaven ! But I Ve got two of them, 
the ringleaders, I have. One of them *s against the wall. 
Your horse did for t'other." 

The wounded man was lifted up; a huge mffian, nearl/ 
as big as Amyas himself. Yeo's sword had passed through 
his bödy. He groaned and choked for breath. 

" Carry him in doors. Whereistheother?" 

^'Dead as a herring, in the straw. Have a care, men, 
have a care how you go in ! the horses are near mad ! " 

However the man was brought out after awhile. " With 
him all was over. They could feel neither pulse nor breath. 

"Carry him in too, poor wretch. And now, Yeo, what 
is the meaning of all this?" 

Yeo's story was soon told. He could nat get out of his 
Puritan head the notiön (quite unfounded, of course) that 
Eustace had meant to steal the horses. He had seen the inn- 
keeper sneak off at their approach; and expecting some 
night-attack, he had taken up his lodging for the night in 
the Stahle. 

As he expected, an attempt was made. The door was 
opened (how , he could not guess , for he had fastened it in- 
side), and two fellows came in, and began to loose thei 
beasts. Yeo*s account was, that he seiaed the big fellow, 
who drew a knife on him , and broke loose ; the horses, terri- 
fied at the scuffle, kicked rightandlefk; one man feil, and 
the other ran out, calling for help, with Yeo at his heels; 
"Whereon," said Yeo, "seeing a dozen more on me with 
clubs and bows, I thöught best to shorten the nimiber while 
I could , ran the rascal through , and stood on my ward ; and 
only just in time I was , what 's more ; there *s two arrows in 
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the house wall , and two or three more in my buckler, which 
I caught up as I went out, for I had hung it close by the 
door, you see, Sir, to be all ready in case!" said the cun- 
ning old Philistine-slayer, as they went in after the wounded 
man. 

, But hardly had they stumbled through the low doorway 
into the back-kitchen when a fresh hubbub arose inside — 
more shouts for help. Amyas ran forward, breaking bis 
head against the doorway, and beheld, as soon as he could 
see for the Hashes in bis eyes , an old acquaintance , held on 
each side by a sturdy sailor. 

With one arm in the sleeve of bis doublet, arid the other 
in a not over-spotless shirt; holding up bis hose with one 
band, and with the other a candle, whereby he bad lighted 
himselftohisownconfusion; foaming with rage, stoodMr. 
Evan Morgans , alias Father Parsons , looking , between hiß 
confnsed habiliments and bis fiery visage (as Yeo told him 
to bis face), " the very moral of a half-plucked turkey-cock." 
Andbehindhim, dressed, stood Eustace Leigh. 

"We found the maid letting these here two out by the 
front door,*' said one of the captors. 

"Well, Mr. Parsons," said Amyas; "and what are you 
about bere ? A pretty nest of thieres and Jesuits we seem to 
haye routed out this evening." 

"About my calling, Sir," said Parsons, stoutly. "By 
your leave, I shall prepare this my wounded lamb forthat 
accountvto which your man^s cruelty has untimely sent him." 

The wounded man, wbo lay upon the floor, beard Par- 
sons' voiee, andmoanedforthe*Patrico.' 

"You see, Sir," said be, pompously, "the sbeep know 
their sl^epherd's voice." 

"The wolves, you mean, you hypocritical scoundrel?" 
said Amyas, who could not contain bis disgust. "Let the 
fellow truss up bis points , lade, and do bis work. After all, 
the man is dying." 

"Tberequisite matters, Sir, are not at band," said Par- 
sons, unabashed. 
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'^Enstace, go and fetch his matters for him ; youseemto 
be in all bis plots." 

Enstace went silently and siülenly. 

" What 's that fresh noise at the back , now? " 

"The maid, Sir, a-wailing over her oncle; the fellow 
that we saw sneak away when we came up. It was bim the 
horse kiUed." 

It was tme. The wretched host had slipped off on their 
approach, shnply to call the neighbonring outlaws to the 
spoil; and he had been filled witi^ the fruit of bis own de- 
vices. 

"His blood be on bis own head ," said Amyas. 

"I qnestion, Sir," said Yeo,in a low voice, "whether 
some of it will not be on the heads of those proud prelates 
who go .clothed in purple and fine linen, instead of going 
forth to convert such as he, and then wonder how these 
Jesuits get hold of them. If they give place to the devil in 
their sheepfolds , sure he 11 come in and lodge there. Look, 
Sir, there 's a sight in a gospel land ! " 

And, indeed, the sight was curious enough. For Par- 
sons was kneeling by the side of the dying man, listening 
eamestly to the confession which the man sobbed out in bis 
gibberish , between the spasms of bis wounded ehest. Now 
and then Parsons shook his head; and when Eustace re- 
tnmed with the holy wafer, and the oil for extreme unction, 
heaskedhim, in a low voice, "Ballfurd, Interpret for me." 

And Eustace knelt down on the other side of the sufferer, 
and interpreted his thleyes' dialect into Latin; and the dying 
man held a band of each , and tumed first to one and then to 
the other stupid eyes, — notwithoutaffection, though, and 
gratitude. 

"I can't stand this mummery any longer," said Yeo. 
**Here 's a soul perishing before my eyes, and it's on my 
conscience to speak a word in season." 

"Silence!" whispered Amyas, holding him back by the 
arm ; " he knows them , and he don't know you ; they are the 
first who ever spoke to him as if be had a soul to be saved, 
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andfirst come, first served; you can do no good. See, the 
man's face is brightening already." 

"But, Sir, 't is a false peace." 

"At all events he is confessing his sins, Yeo; and if that's 
not good forhim, and you, andme, whatis?" 

*'Yea, Amen! Sir; bat this is not to the right person." 

"How do you know his words will not go to the right per- 
son after all, though he may not send them there? By 
heaven! the man is dead ! '' 

It was so. The dark catalogue of brutal deeds had been 
gasped out; but ^re the words of absolution could follow, 
tiie head had fallen back, and all was over. 

^'Confession in extremis is sufficient,** said Parsons to 
Eustace ("Ballard," as Parsons called him, to Amyas^s sur- 
prise), as he rose. "As for the rest, the Intention will be 
accepted instead of the act." 

" The Lord have mercy on his soul ! " said Eustace. 

" His soul is lost before our very eyes," said Yeo. 

" Mind your own business ," said Amyas. 

"Humph; bat 1*11 teil ypu, Sir, what our business is, 
if you*ll Step aside with me. I find that poor fellow that 
lies dead is none other than the leader of the Gubbings; the 
king of them, as they dare to call him." 

"Well, what ofthat?" 

"Mark my words, Sir, if we have not a hundred stout 
rogues upon us before two hours are out; forgive us they 
never will; and if we get off with our lives, which I don't 
much ezpect,' we shall leave ourhorses behind; for we can 
hold the house, Sir, well enough tili moming: but the 
court-yard we can't, tJiat 's certain ! " 

" We had better march at once , then." 

"Think, Sir; if they catch us up — as they are sure to 
do , knowing the country better than we — how will our shot 
stand their arrows?" 

"True, old wisdom; we must keep the road; and we 
must keep together; and so be amark for them, while they 
will be behind every rock and bank ; and two or three flights 
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ofarrowswilldooarbusinessforus. Humph! stay, Ihave 
a plan." And stepping forward he spoke — 

**Eu8tace, jon will be so kind as to go back to your 
lambs; and teil tiiem, that if they meddle with us cruel 
wolves again to- night, we are ready and willing to fight to 
the death , and haye plenty of shot and powder at their Ser- 
vice. Father Parsons , you will be so kind as to accompany 
ns; it is bat fitting that the shepherd should be hostage for 
hissheep." 

"If you carry me off this spot, Sir, you carry my corpse 
only," said Parsons. "I may as well die here as be hanged 
elsewhere , like my martyred brother Campian." 

"If you take him,- you must take me too," said Eustace. 

"-Whatifwewon't?" 

"How will yöu gain by that? you can only leaye me 
here. You cannot make me go to the Gubbings , if I do not 
choose. " 

Amyas uttered, sotto voce, an anathema on Jesuits, 
Gubbings , and things in general. He was in a great hurry 
to get to Bideford, and he feared that this business would 
delay him, as it was, a day or two. He wanted to hang 
Parsons : he did not want to hang Eustace ; and Eustace, he 
knew, was well aware of that latter fact, and played his 
game accordingly: but time ran on, and he had to answer 
sulkily enough — 

"Wellthen; ifyou, Eustace, will go and give mymes- 
sage to your converts , I will promise to set Mr. Parsons free 
again before we come to Lydford town; and I advise you, 
ifyou have any regard for his life, to see that your eloquence 
be persuasive enough ; for as sure as I am an Englishman, 
and he none, if the Gubbings atfack us, the first bullet that 
I shall fire at them will have gone through his sconndrelly 
brains." 

Parsons still kicked. 

"Very well, then, my merry men all. Tie this gentle- 
man's hands behind his back , get the horses out, and we'U 
right away up into Dartmoor, find a good high tor, stand 
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our ground ther^ tili morning, and then carry him into Oke- 
hampton to the nearest justice. If he chooses to delay me 
in my joumey , it is fair that I sjiould make him pay for it" 

Whereon Parsons gave in, and being fast tied by bis arm 
to Amyas's saddle , trudged alongside his horse for several 
weary miles , while Yeo walked by his side , like a firiar by a 
condemned criminal; and in order to keep up his spirits, 
told him the woefiil end of Nicholas Saunders the Legate, 
and how he was found starred to death in a bog. 

"And if you wish, Sir, to follow in his blessed steps, 
which I heartily hope you will do , you have only to go over 
that big cow-backed hill there on your right band, and down 
again the other side to Crawmere pool, and there you '11 
find as pretty a bog to di^ in as ever Jesuit needed; and 
your ghost may sit there on a grass tummock, and teil your 
beads without any one asking for you tili the day of judg- 
ment; and much good may it do you ! " 

At which Imagination Yeo was actually heard, for the 
first and last time in this history , to laugh most heartily. 

His ho-ho's had scarcely died away, when they saw 
shining under the moon the old tower of Lydford Castle. 

"Gast the fellow off now," saidAmyas. 

"Ay, ay, Sir!" and Yeo and Simon Evans stopped be- 
hind, and did not come up for ten minutes after. 

" What have you been about so long? " 

"Why, Sir," said Evans, "you see the man hadavery 
fairpair of hose on, and a bran-newkersey doublet, very 
.warm-lined; and so, thinking it a pity good clothes should 
be wasted on such noxious trade , weVe just brought them 
along with us." 

" Spoiling the Egyptians," said Yeo as comment. 

" Aiid what have you done with the man? " 

"Hove bim over the bank, Sir; he pitched into a big 
fnrze-bush, and for aught I know,' there he '11 bide." 

"Yourascal, have you killed him?" 

"Never fear, Sir," said Yeo, in his cool fashion. "A 
Jesuit has as many lives as a cat, and, I believe, rides 
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broomsticks post, like a witch. He would be at Lydford 
now before us, if bis master Satan bad anj business for bim 
tbere." 

Leaving on tbeir leffcLydford^ and its ill-omened Castle 
(which, a Century after, was one of the principal soenes 
of Jndge Jeflfreys' cruelty) , Amyas and bis party tradged on 
tbrongb tbe mire toward Okebampton tili punrise ; and ere 
tbe vapours bad lifted from tbe mountain tops , tbey were 
descending tbe long slopes hom Sourton down, wbile Yestoi* 
and Amicombe slept steep and black beneatb tbeir misty 
paU ; and roaring far below unseen, 

** Ockment leapt from crag and cload 
Down her Cataracta , laaghing lond." ' 

Tbe voice of tbe stream recalled tbose words to Amyas*s 
mind. Tbe nympb of Torridge bad spoken tbem upon tbe 
day of bis triumpb. He recollected, too, bis yexation on 
tbatt day at not seeing Rose Salteme. Why, be bad neyer 
seen ber since. Never seen ber now for six years and more ! 
Of ber ripened beauty be knew only by bearsay; sbe was 
still to bfin tbe lovely fifteen years* girl , for wbose sake be 
bad smitten tbe Bamstaple draper aver tbe quay. Wbat 
a cbain of petty accidents bad kept tbem from meeting, 
tbougb so often witbin a mile of eacb otber ! ^^ And wbat a 
luckyone!" said practical old Amyas to bimself. "If Ibad 
seen ber as sbe is now, I migbt bave loved ber as Frank 
does — poor Frank! wbat will be say? Wbat does be say, 
for be must kno w it already ? And wbat ougbt I to say — to 
do ratber, for talking is no nse on tbis sLde tbe graye, nor 
ontbe otber eitbcr, I ezpect?" And tben be asked bimself, 
wbetber bis old oatb meant notbing or sometbing; wbetber 
it was a mere tayem froiic, or a sacred duty. Ajnd be beld, 
tbe more tbat be looked at it, tbat it meant Üie latter. 

But wbat could be do? He bad notbing on eartb bat bis 
sword, so be could not trayel to find ber. After all, sbe 
migbt not be gone far. Perbaps not gone at all. It migbt 
be a mistake, an ezaggerated scandal. He would bope so. 
And yet it was eyident tbat tbere bad been some passages 
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between her and Don Guzman. Eustace's mysterious words 
about the promise atLundy proved that The yillain! He 
had feit all along that he was a villain: bat just the one to 
tfin a woman*8 heart, too. Frank had been away — all the 
brotherhood away. What a fool he had been, to tarn the 
wolf loose into tiie sheepfoldl And yet who would have 
dreamed of it?.{.. 

"At all events," said Amyas, trying to comfort himself; 
'^I need not complain. I have lost nothing. I stood no 
more chance of her against Frank than I shoold have stood 
against the Don. So there is no ase for me to cry about the 
matter." And he tried to ham a tane conceming the general 
frailty of women, butnevertheless, likeSirHagh, feit that 
" he had a great disposition to cry.." 

He never had expected to win her, and yet it seemed 
bitter to know that she was lost to him for ever. It was not so 
easy for a heart of his make to toss away the Image of a first 
love; and all the less easy, beeaase that Image was stained 
and ruined. 

*^ Curses on the man who had done that deed ! I will yet 
have his heart's blood somehow, if I go roand the world 
again to find him. If there 's no law for it on earth , there 's 
lawinheaven, orl'mmachmistaken." 

With which determination he rode into theugly, dirty, 
and stupid town of Okehampton, with which fallen man (by 
Bome Strange perversity) has chosen to defile one of the 
loveliest sites in the pleasant land of Devon. And heartily 
did Amyas abuse the old town that day ; for he was detained 
there, as he expected, füll three hours, while the Justice 
Shallow of the place was sent for from his farm (whither he 
had gone at sunrise, after the early-rising fashion of those 
days) to take Yeo's deposition concerning last night's affiray. 
Moreover, when Shallow came, he refused to take the depo- 
sitions , because they ought to have been made before a 
brother Shallow at Lydford ; and in the wrangling which 
ensued, was very near finding out what Amyas (fearing fresh 
^oss of time and worse evils beside) had commanded to be 
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concealed, namely, the presence of Jesuits in that Moorland 
Utopia. Then, in broadest Devon, — 

''And do 70U call this Christian conduct, Sir^ to set a 
qoiet man like me upon they Gubbings , as if I was going to 
risk my precious lifo — no, nor ever a constable to Oke- 
hampton neither? Let Lydfor' men mind Lydfor* roogs, 
and by Lydfor* law if they will, hang first and try after ; but 
as for me, I Ve rade my Bible, and 'He that meddleth with 
strife is like him that taketh a dog by the ears.' So if you 
choose to sit down and ate your breakfast with me, well and 
good: but depositions I'll haye none. If your man is in- 
quired for,you*ll be answerable for bis appearing,in course; 
but I expect mortally " (with a wink), "you wain't hear much 
moor of the matter from any band. 'Leave well alon« is a 
good rule, but leave ill alone is a better.' — So we says 
round abouthere; andsoyou'llsay, Captain, whenyoube 
so old as L" 

So Amyas sat down and ate bis breakfast, andwenton 
afterwards a long and weary day's joumey, tili he saw at last 
beneath him the broad shining river, and the long bridge, 
and the white houses piled up the hill-side ; and beyond, 
over Baleigh downs, the dear old tower of Northam Church. 

Alas, Northam was altogether a desert to him then; and 
Bideford, as it tnmed out, hardly less so. For when he rode 
up to Sir Bichard's door, he found that the good Elnight was 
still, in Ireland, and Lady Grenvile at Stow. Whereupon 
he rode back again down the Highstreet to that same bow- 
windowed Ship TÄvem where the brotherhood of the Eose 
made their vow, and settled himself in the very room where 
theyliadsupped. 

"Ah! Mr. Leigh — Captain Leigh now, I beg pardon," 
quoth mine host. "Bideford is an empiy place now-a-days, 
and nothing stirring, Sir. What with Sir Bichard to Ireland, 
and Sir John to London, and all the young gentlemen to the 
wars , there's no one to buy good liquor, and no one to court 
the young ladies, neither. Sack, Sir? I hope so. I haven't 
brewed a gallon of it this fortnight, if you 11 believe me 5 ale, 
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Sir, and aqua vitae, and such low-bred trade, is allldraw 
now-a-days. Try a pint of sherry, Sir, now, to give you an 
appetite. You mind my sherry of cid? Jane ! Sherry and 
sugar, quick, while I pull off the Captain*s boote." 

Amyas sat weary,and sad, while the innkeeper ehat- 
tered on. 

"Ah, Siir! two or three like you would set the young 
ladies all alive again. By-the-bye, there's been stränge 
doings among them since you were here last You mind 
Mistress Salteme? " 

"For God's sake, don't let us have that story, man! I 
heard enough of it atPlymouth ! " said Amyas, in so disturbed 
a tone that mine host looked up, and said to himself — 

"Ah, poor young gentleman, he 's one of the hard-hit 
ones." 

"Howistheoldi^an?" asked Amyas, aftera pause. 

"Bears it well enough, Sir; but a changed man. Never 
speaks to a soul, if he can help it. Söme folk say he 's not 
right in his head; or tumed miser , or somewhat, and takes 
nought but bread and water, and sits up all night in the 
room as was hers, turning over her garments. Heaven knows 
what's on his mind — they do say he was over-hard on her, 
and that drove her to it. All I know is, he has never been in 
here for a drop of liquor (and he came as regulär every even- 
ing as the town clock, Sir) since she went, except a ten days 
ago, and then he met young Mr. Gary at the door, and I heard 
him ask Mr. Gary when you would be home , Sir." 

" Put on my boots again. I '11 go and see him." 

" Bless you , Sir ! What , without your sack ? " 

"Drink ityourself, man," 

"But you wouldn't go out again this time o' night on an 
empty stomach, now?*' 

"Fill my men's stomachs for them , and never mind mine. 
It's market day , is it not? Send out, and see whether Mr. 
Gary is still in town; " and Amyas strode out, and along the 
quay to Bridgeland Street, and knocked at Mr. Salteme's 
ioor. 
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Salteme himself opened tt, with his usnal stem conrtesy. 

"I saw you Coming up the street, Sir. I have been ex- 
pecting this honour from you for some time past. I dreamt 
of you only last night, and many a night before that too. 
Welcome, Sir, into a lonely house. I trust the good knight 
your general is well." 

'*The good knight my general is with God who made 
him, Mr. Salteme." 

"Dead, Sir?" 

"Foundered at sea on our way home; and the Delight 
lost too." 

"Humph!" growled Salteme, after a minute's silence. 
** I had a venture in her. I suppose it 's gone. No matter — 
I can afford it, Sir, and more, I trust. And he was three 
years younger than I! And Draper Heard was buried yester- 
day , ßye years younger. — How is it that every one can die, 
except me? Come in, Sir, come in; I have forgotten my 
manners." 

And he led Amyas into his parlour , and called to the ap- 
prentices to run one way , and to the cook to run another. 

"You must not troüble yourself to get me supper, in- 
deed." 

"Imustthough, Sir, and the bestof wine too; and old 
Salteme had a good tap of Alicant in old time, old time, old 
time, Sir! and you must drink it now, whether he does or 
not! " and out he bustled. 

Amyas sat still, wondering what was Coming next, and 
puzzled at the sudden hilariiy of the man , as well as his hos- 
pitality, so different from what the inn-keeper had led him 
to expect 

In a minute more one of the apprentices came in to lay 
the cloth, and An/yas questioned him ab out his master. 

" Thank the Lord that you are come, Sir," said the lad. 

"Whythen?" 

"Because there'll be a chance of us poor fellows getting 
a little broken meat We 'm half-starved this three months 
— bread and dripping, bread and dripping, oh dear, Sir! 
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And now he Ve a Beut out to the inn for cbickens , and game, 
and salads, and all that monej can buj; and down in the 
cellar haling out the best of wine.'* — And the lad smacked 
his lips audibly at the thought. 

"Isheoutofhismind?" 

**I can't teil; he saith as how he must saye mun's money 
now-a-dajs; for heVe a got a great venture on hand: but 
what a be he teirth no man. They calPth mun 'bread and 
dripping'now, Sir, alltownover," saidtheprentice, con- 
fidentia^y, toAmyas. 

"They do, do they, Sirrah! Then they will call me 
bread and no dripping to morrowl " and old Salteme, enter- 
ing frombehind, madeadashatthepoorfellow'Bears: but 
luckily thought better of it, häving a couple of bottles in 
each hand. 

'^My dear Sir," said Amyas , '^you don*t mean us to drink 
all that wine?" 

"Why not, Sir?" answered Salteme, in a grim, half- 
sneering tone, thrusting out his square grizzled beard and 
chin. "Why not, Sir? why should I not make merry when 
I have the honour of a noble captain in my house? one who 
has sailed the seas, Sir, and out Spaniards' thrdats ; and may 
cut them again too ; eh, Sir? Boy, where 's the kettle and 
thesugar?" 

<* What on earth is the man at?'* — quoth Amyas to him- 
self — " flattering me , or laughing at me? " 

" Yes," he ran on, half to himself , in a deliberate tone, 
evidently intending to hint more than he said, as he began 
brewing the sack; — in plainfinglish, hot negus; " Yes, bread 
and dripping for those .who| can't fight Spaniards: but the 
best that money can buy for those who can. I heard of you 
at Smerwick, Sir, ^— Yes, bread and dripping for me too — 
I can't fight Spaniards: but for such aq you! Look here, 
Sir; I should like to feed a crew of such up, as you *d feed 
a main of fighting-cocks, and then start them wiüi a pair of 
Sheffield spurs a-piece — you Ve a good one there to your 
side, Sir: but don't you think a man might carry two now, 
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and fight as they saj those Chineses do , a sword to eacb 
hand? You could kill more that way, Captain Leigh, 
I reckon?" 

Amyas half laughed. 

*'One will do, Mr. Salteme, if one is quick enoiigh with it." 

•*Humph! — Ah — No use being in a hurry. I haven't 
been in a hurry. No — I waited for you; and here you are 
and welcome , Sir! Here comes supper; a light matter, Sir, 
you see. A capon and a brace pf partridges. I had no time 
to feast you as you deserve." 

And so he ran on all supper>time, hardly allowing Amyas 
to get a word in edge-ways: but heaping bim with coarse 
flattery, and urging bim to drink, tili after the clotb was 
drawn, and tbe two left alone, be grew so outrageous that 
Amyas was forced to take bim to task good-humouredly. 

"Now, my dear Sir, you bare feasted me royally, and 
better far than I deserve: but why will you go about to 
make me drunk twice oyer, first with yain-glory, and then 
with wine?" 

Salteme looked at bim awbile fixedly, and then, sticking 
out bis chin — "Because, Captain Leigb, I am a man wbo 
bas all bis life tried tbe crooked road first, and found the 
Btraight one tbe safer after all." 

**Eb, Sir? That is a stränge speecbfor one wbo bears 
tbe cbaracter of tte most uprigbt man in Bideford." 

" Humpb. So I tbougbt myself once, Sir ; and well I have 
proved it But I '11 be piain with you, Sir. You Ve heard 
how — bow I Ve fared since you saw me last?" 

Amyas nodded bis bead. 

"I tbougbt so. Shame rides post. Now then, Captain 
Leigb, listen to me. I, being a piain man and a burgber, 
and one that never drew iron in my life except to mend a pen, 
ask you , being a gentleman and a captain and a man of 
bonour, with a weapon to your side, and barness to your 
back — wbat would you do in my place?" 

" Hpmpb ! " said Amyas , " that would very mucb depend 
on wnetber *my place' wasmy own fault or not." 
Westward Ho! /. 23 
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"And wbat if it were, Sir? Wbat if all that the charitable 
folks of Bideford — (Heaven reward tbem for Üieir tender 
mercies!) — have been telling you in the last bonr be tme^ 
Sir, — true! and yet not half the trutb?" 

Amyat i|aye a start 

"Ahy you shrink from ine! Of cotirse a man is too 
righteouB to forgive those wbo repent, thongb God is not." 

"Godknowg, Sir— " 

"Yes, Sbr, God does know — all; and you sball know 
^ a little — as mnch as I can teil — or you understand. Come 
up-stairs with me, Sir, as you '11 drink no more; I bave a 
liking for you. I bave watched you from your boyhood, and 
I can trust you, and I '11 sbow you whati never showed to 
mortal man but one .'* 

And, taking up a candle, heledthewayup-atairBy while 
Amyas followed wondering. 

He stopped at a door, and unlocked it 

"There, come in. Those tiiutters have not been opened 
since she — *' and the old man was silent. 

Amyas looked round the room. It was a low wainscoted 
room 9 such as one sees in old houses : eyerything was in the 
most perfeet neatness. The snow- white sheets on the bed 
were tumed down as if ready for an occupant There were 
books arranged on the shelyes, fresh flowers on the table; 
the dressing-table had all its woman's mundus of pins, and 
rings, and brushes; eyen the dressing-gown lay oyer the 
ehair-back. Eyerything was eyidently just as it had be6n 
left. 

"This was her room, Sir," whispered the old man. 

Amyas nodded silently, and half drew back. 

"You need not be modest about entering it now, Sir," 
whispered he, with a sort of sneer. " Therc has been no fnul 
flesh and blood in it for many a day." 

Amyas sighed. 

"I sweep it out myself eyery moming, and keep all tidy. 
See here I " and he pulled open a drawer. " Here are all her 
■^owns, and there are her hooda; and there — I know 'em 
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all by heart now, and the place of eveiy one. And there, 
Sir,—" 

.And he opened a cnpboard, where laj in towb all Rose's 
dolls , and the wom-out playthings of her childhood. 

'* That 's the pleasantest place of all in the room to me/' 
Said he., whispering still; *^for it minds me of when — and 
majbe, she majbecome a little child once more, Sir; it's 
written in the Scripture, you know — " 

«'Amen! " said Amyas, who feit, to bis own wonder, a big 
tear stealing down each check. 

"And now," he whispered, "one thing more. Look 
here!" — and puUing out a key, he imlocked a ehest, and 
lifted up tray after tray of necklaces.and jewels, fürs, lawns, 
cloth of gold. "Look there ! Two thousand ponnd won't 
bny that ehest Twenty years haye I been getting those 
things together. That 's the qream of many a Levant royage, 
and East Indian voyage, and West Indian yoyage. My Lady 
Bathcan't match those pearls in hergrand houseatTawstock; 
I got 'em fcom a Grcnoese , though , and paid for 'em. Look 
at that embroidered lawn ! There 's not such a piece in 
London; no, nor in Alexandria, I'll Warrant; nor short of 
Calicut, where it came firom. . . . Look here again, there 's 
a golden cup ! I bought that of one that was out with Pizarro 
in Peru. And look here, again I " — and the old man gloated 
over the treasure. 

"And whom do you think I kept all these for? These 
were for her wedding- day — for her wedding-day. For y cur 
wedding-day, ifyou'd been min ded, Sir! Yes, yours, Sir! 
And yet , I believe , I was so ambitious that I would not have 
let her marry under an earl, all the whilel was pretending 
to be too proud to throw her at the head of a squire's son. 
Ah well! There was my idol, Sir. I made her mad, 
I pampered her up with gewgaws and yanity; and tben, 
because my idol was just what I had made her,I tumed again 
and rent her. 

"And now," said he, pointing to the open ehest, "that 
was what I meant; and that" {pointing to the empty bed), 

23* 
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<' was what God meant Never mind. Come downstairs and 
finish your wine. I see you don*t care about it all. Why 
should you? you are not her father, and you may thank 
God you are not. Go , and be merry while you can , young 

Sir ! And yet , all this might have been yours. And — 

but I don*t suppose you are one to be won by money — but 
all this may be yours still, and twenty thousand pounds 
toboot." 

"Iwantno money, Sir, but what I can eam with my own 
sword." 

" Eam my money , tben ! *' 

"What on earth do you want of me?" 

"To keep your oath," said Salteme, clutching his arm, 
and looking up into his face with searching eyes. 

" My oath ! How did you know that I had one? " 

"Ah I you were well ashamed of it , I suppose , next day ! 
A drunken frolic all about a poor merchant's daughter ! But 
there is nothing hidden that shall not be revealed, nor done 
in the closet, that is not proclaimed on the house^tops." 

"Ashamed of it, Sir, I never was: but l have a right to 
ask how you came to know it?" 

"What if a poor fat squinny rogue, a low-bom fellow 
even as I am, whom you had baffled, and made a laughing- 
stock, had come to me in my loneliness and swom before 
God that if you honourable gentlemen would not keep your 
words, he the clown would?" 

"John Brimblecombe?" 

"And what if I had brought him where I have brought 
you, and shown him what I have shown you, and, instead 
of Standing as stiff as any Spaniard , as you do , he had 
thrown himself on his knees by that bedside , and wept and 
prayed, Sir, tili he opened my hard heart for the first and 
last time, and I feil down on my sinful knees and wept and 
prayed by him?" 

"I am not given to weeping, Mr. Salteme,** said^Amyas; 
" and as for praying, I don't know yet what I have to pray 
^or, onheraccount: my business is to work. Show me what 
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I can do, and when jou have done that, it will be fuU time 
to upbraid me with not doing it." 

" You can cut that fellow's throat." 

"It will take a long arm to reach him." 

"I suppose it is as easy to sali to the Spanish main as it 
was to sail round the world.*' 

"My good Sir," said Amyas , "I have at this moment no 
more worldly goods than my clothes and my sword; so how 
to saü to the Spanish main, I don't quite see." ^ 

"And do you suppose, Sir, that I should hint to you of 
such a voyage, if I meant you to be at the Charge of it? No, 
Sir, if you want two thousand pounds, or five, to fit a ship, 
takeit! Takeit, Sir! Ihoardedmoney förmy child: and 
now I will spend it to avenge her." 

Amyas was silent for awhile; the old man still held his 
arm, still looked up steadfastly and fiercely in his face. 

"Bring me home that man's head, and take ship, prizes 
— all! Keepthegain, Sir, and give me the revenge ! " 

"teain? Do you think I need bribing, Sir? Whatkept 
me silent was the thought of my mother: I dare not go 
without her leave." 

Salteme made a gesture of impatience. 

"I dare not, Sir; Imustobey myparent, whateverelse 
I do." 

"Htmiph!" said he. "If others had obeyed theirs as 
well! — But you are right, Captain Leigh, right. You will 
prosper, whoever eise does not. Now, Sir, good night, 
if you will let me be the first to say so. My old eyes grow 
heavy early now-a-days. Perhaps it's old age, perhaps it's 
sorrow." 

So Amyas departed to the inn, and there, to his great 
joy, found Gary waiting for him, from whom he learnt 
details, which must be kept for another chapter, and which 
I shall teil, for convenience' sake, in my own words and not 
in his. 



B58 HOW MR. JOHH BRIMBL£GOMBB 



CHAPTER XV. 

HOW ilB.. JOHN BRIMBLECOMBE UNDERSTOOD THE NATURE 
OF AN OATH. 

"The Kynge of SpaTn is a foul paynim, 
And lie veth on Mahound ; 
And pity it were that lady fayre 
Shonld marry a heathen bonnd." 

Kyng Estmere, 

About six weeks after the duel, the milier a4: Stow had 
come up to the great house in much tribulation, to borrow 
the ffloodhounds. Kose Salteme had vanished in the night^ 
no man knew whither. 

Sir Richard was in Bideford : but the old steward tookon 
himself to send for the keepers, and down went ihe serving 
men to the Mill with all the idle lads of the parish at their 
heels, thinking a maiden-hunt very good sport: and of 
course taking a yiew of the case as favourable as possible to 
Rose. 

They reviled the milier and his wife roundly for liard> 
heartedold heathens ; and had no doubt that they had driyen 
the poor maid to throw herseif over cliff, or drown herseif in 
the sea; while all the women of Stow, on the other band, 
were of unanimous opinion that the hussy had *^gone off" 
with some bad fellow ; and that pride was sore to have a fall, 
and so forth. 

The facts of the case were , that all Rose's trinkets were 
left behind, so that she had at least gone off honestly; and 
nothing seemed to be missing, but some of her linen, which 
old Anthony the steward broadly hinted was likely to be 
found in other people's boxes. The only trace was a little 
footmark under her bedroom window. On that the blood- 
hound was laid (of course in leash) and after a premonitory 
whimper, lifted up his mighfy voice, and started bell- 
mouthed through the garden gate, and up the lane, towing 
behind him the panting keeper, tili they reached the downs 
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aboYe, andwentstraightaway forMarsland-moath, where 
the whole posse comitatus pxüled up breatiiless at die door 
of Lncy Passmore. 

Lncj, as perhaps I shonld haye saiä before, was now a 
widow, and found her widowhood not altogether contrary 
to her interest. Her aogoiy about her old man had been 
fnlfilled; he had never retumed since the night on wbieh he 
put to sea with Eustace and the Jesuits. 

^^Soine natoral tears ehe shed, bot drled tbem soon** — 

asinanyofthem, atleast, as were not reqnired for purposes 
of businesB ; and then determined to prevent suspicion by a 
boldmove; she started off to Stow, and told Lady Grenidle 
a most pathetic tale: how her hosband had gone out to 
pollock fishing, and never retomed : but how she had heard 
horsemen gallop past her window in the dead of night, and 
was sure they must haye been the Jesnits, and that they had 
carried off her old man by mainforce, and probably, after 
makingose of bis Services, had killed and salted him down 
for Provision on their voyage back to the Pope at Borne; 
after which she ended by entreatingprotection against those 
^'Popish skulkers up to Chapel," who were swom to do her 
a misehief ; and by an appeal to Lady Grenvile's sense of 
justice, as to whether the Queen ought not to allow her a 
pensioD* for having had her heart's love tumed into a sainted 
martyr by the hands of idolatrous traitors. 

Lady Grenvüe, (who had a great opinion of Lucy's 
medical skül, and always sent for her if one of the children 
had a '^housty,*' i. e. sore-throat), went fortii and pleaded 
the case before Sir Bichard witii such effect, that Lucy was 
on the whole better off than ever for the nezt two or three 
years. But now — what had she to do with Bose's disap- 
pearance? and, indeed, where was she herself? Her door 
was fast; and round it her flock of goats stood, crying in 
vain for h^r to come and milk them;^hile from the down 
above, her donkeys, wandering at their own sweet will, 
answered the bay of the bloodhound with a burst of 
harmony. 
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"They'm laughing at üb, keper, they neddies; sure 
enough, we'm lost our labotir here." 

But the bloodhound, after working about the door awhile, 
tumed down the glen, and never stopped tili he reached the 
margmofthesea. 

*' They'm taken water. Let's go back, and rout Out the 
cid witch's house." 

"'T is just like that old Lucy, to lock a poor maid into 
shame." 

And retuming, they attacked the cottage, and by a 
general plebiscitum, ran^acked the little dwelling,* partly in 
Indignation, and partly, if the truth be told, in the hope of 
plunder : but plunder there was none. Lucy had deöamped 
with all her movable wealth, saving the huge black cat 
among the embers, who at the sight of the bloodhound 
yanished up the chimney, (some said with a strong smell of 
brimstone,) and being viewed outside, was chased into the 
woods, where she lived, I doubt not, many happy years, a 
scourge to all the rabbits of the glen. 

The goats and donkeys were driven off up to Stow; and 
the mob retumed, a little ashamed of themselves when their 
brief wrath was past; and a little afraid, too, of what Sir 
Richard might say. 

He, when he retumed, sold the donkeys and goats, and 
gave the money to the poor, promising to refund the same, 
if Lucy retumed and gave herseif up to justice. But Lucy 
did not return ; and her cottage, from which the neighbours 
. shrank as iroxn a haunted place, remained as she had left it, 
and crumbled slowly down to four fem-covered walls, past 
which the little stream went murmuring on from pool to pool 
— the only voice, for many a year to come, which broke the 
silence ofthat lonely glen. 

A few days afterwards, Sir Richard, on his way from 
Bideford to Stow, lt)oked in at Clovelly Court, and men- 
tioned with a "by the bye" news which made Will Gary 
leap from his seat almost to the ceiling. What it waq we 
knowalready. 
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"And tbere is no clew? " asked Old Gary; for bis son was 
speechless. 

"Onljthis; I hear that some fellow prowlitig abont tbe 
clifFs tbat nigbt, saw a pinnace running for Lundj." 

Will rose , and went hastily out of the room. ^ 

In half-an-bour, be and tbree or four armed servants 
were on board a trawling-skiff , and awaj to Lundj. He^id 
not retum for tbree days, and tben brongbt news; tbat an 
elderlj man, seeminglj a foreignelr, bad been lodging for 
some montbs past in a part of tbe ruined Moresco Castle, 
wbicb Vas tenanted bj one Jobn Braund; tbat a few weeks 
since a jonnger man , a foreigner also , bad joined bim from 
on board a sbip: tbe sbip a Flnsbinger, or Easterling of 
some sort Tbe sbip came and went more tban once; and 
tbe joung man in ber. A few day s since , a lady and ber 
maid, a stont woman , came witb bim up to tbe Castle, and 
talked witb tbe eider man a long wbile in secret; abode tbere 
all nigbt; and tben all tbree sailed in tbe moming. Tbe 
fisbermen on tbe beacb bad beard tbe joung man call tbe 
otber fatber. He was a yery still man, mucb as a mass- 
priest migbt be. More tbej did not know , or did not cboose 
to know. 

Wbereon, Old Gary and Sir Riebard sent Will on a 
second trip witb tbe parisb constable of Hartland (in wbicb 
buge parisb, for its sins, is situate tbe Isle of Lundy, ten 
miles out at sea) ; wbo retumed witb tbe body of tbe bapless 
Jobn Braund, farmer, fisberman, smuggler, &c.; wbicb 
wortby, after mucb fruitless ezamination, (wherein exami- 
nate was afflicted witb extreme deafness and loss of memory) 
departed to Exeter gaol, on a cbarge of "barbouring priests, 
Jesuits, gipsies, and otber suspect and traitorous persons." 

Poor Jobn Braund^ wbose motive for entertaining tbe 
Said ugly customers bad probably been not treason, but a 
wife,* seven cbildren, and arrears of rent, did not tbrive 
under tbe cbange ^om tbe pure air of Lundy to tbe 
pestiferous one of Exeter gaol, made infamous, but two 
years after, (if I recollect rigbt,) by a "black assizes," 
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nearlyas fatal as thatmorenotorious one at Oxford; form 
it, ^'whether by the stench of the prisoners, or by a stream 
of foul aür," judge, Jury, counsel, and bystanders, num- 
bering among them many membera of the best families in 
Devon, sickened in court, and died miserably within afew 
days. 

JohnBraund, then, took the gaol-fever in aweek, and 
died raving in that noisome den; bis secret, if he had one, 
perished with him , and nothing but vague aujBpicion was left 
as to Böse Salterne's fate. That she had gone off with the 
Spaniard, fewdoubted; butwhither, and in what character? 
On that last subject , be sure , no mercy was shown to her by 
many a Bideford dame, who had hated the poor girl simply 
for her beauty; and by many a country lady, who had 
"always expected that the girl would be brought to ruin by 
the absurd notice, beyond what her Station had a right to, 
which was taken of her ; " whUe every young maiden aspired 
to fiU the throne which Rose had abdicated. So that, on the 
whole, Bideford considered itself as going on as well without 
poor Kose as it had done with her, or even better. And 
though she lingered in some faearts stül as a fair dream, the 
busineas and the hüstle of each day soon swept that diream 
away , and her place knew her no more. 

And WiU Gary? 

He was for awhile like a man distracted. He heaped 
himself with all manner of superfluous reproaches, for 
having (as he said) first brought the Kose into disgrace , and 
then driven her into the arms of the Spaniard; whÜe St 
Leger, who was a sensible man enough, tried in vain to 
persuade him that the 'fault was not bis at all; that the two 
must have been attached to each other long before tho 
quarrel; that it must have ended so, sooner or later; that 
old Salteme's harshness, rather than Cary*s wrath, had 
hastened the catastrophe; and finally, that the Kose and 
her fortunes were, now that she had eloped with a Spaniard, 
not worth troubling their heads about Poor Will would not 
be so comforted. He wrote off to Frank . at Whiteball, 
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telling bim the'whole trnth, calling himself all fools and 
villains, and entreating Fraiik's forgivenesB; to wbich he 
received an answer, in which Frank said that Will had no 
reason to aocnse himself ;' that these stränge attachments 
were due to a synastria, or sympathy of the stars, which 
mied the destinies of each person, to fight against which 
was to fight against the heavens themselves; that he, as 
a brother of the Rose , was bonnd to believe , nay, toassert 
at the sword*s point if need were, that the incomparable 
Rose of Torridge conld make none bat a worthy and yir- 
taons choice ; and that to the man whom she had honoured 
by her affection was dne on their part, Spaniard and Papist 
thongh he might be , all friendship , worship , and loyal fkith 
forevermore. 

And honest Will took it all for gospel, litde dreaming 
what agony of despair , what fearful snspicions , what bitter 
prayers , this letter had cost to the gentle heart of Francis 
Leigh. 

He showed the letter trimnphantly to St. Leger; and he 
was qoite wise enough to gainsay no word of it, at least 
aloud; bat quite wise enongh, also, to believe in secret 
that Frank looked on the matter in qoite a diffSerent light; 
however, he contented himself with sajring , — 

^^The man is an angel, as hismother isT' and there the 
matter dropped for a few days, tili one came forward who 
had no mind to let it drop , and that was Jack Brimblecombe, 
now curate of Hartland town, and '^passing rieh on forty 
pounds a-year." 

^*I hope no offence, Mr. William; bntwhenare youand 
the rest going after — after her?" The name stock in bis 
throat. 

Gary was taken a-back. 

''What 's that to thee, Catiline the blood- drinker?" 
asked he , iryiag to laogh it off, 

"What? Don*t laogh at me, Sir, for it's no laughing 
matter. I drank that night nought worse, I expect, than 
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red wine. Whatever it was , we swore our öaths , Mr. Gary ; 
andoathsareoaths, sajl.** 

"Of course, Jack, of course; but to go to look for her 
— and when we Ve found her, cut her lover's throat — 
Absurd, Jack, even if she were worth looking for, or his 
throat worth cuttmg. Tut, tut, tut — " 

But Jack looked steadfastly in his face, and alter some 
silence , 

**HowfarisittotheCaraccas, then, Sir?" 

" What is that to thee , man? " 

"Why, he was made govemor thereof, I hear; so that 
would be tiie place to find her." 

" You don't mean to go thither to seek her?" shouted 
Gary, forcing a laugh. 

^^That depends on whether I can go, Sir; but if I can 
scrape the money together, or get a berth on board some 
ship , why God's will must be done." 

Will looked at him , to see if he had been drinking, or 
gone mad; but the little pigs' eyes were both sane and 
sober. . 

Will knew no answer. To laügh at the poor fellow was 
easy enough; to deny that he was right, that he was a hero 
and cavalier, outdoing romance itself in faithfulness , not 
so easy; and Gary, in the first impulse, wished him at the 
bottom of the bay for shaming him. Of course, his own 
plan of letting ill alone was the rational, prudent, irre- 
proachable plan, and just what any gentleman in his senses 
would have done; but here was a vulgär, fatcurate, outof 
his senses, determined not to let ill alone, butto do some- 
thing , as Gary feit in his heart , of a far diviner stamp. 

"Well," Said Jack in his stupid steadfast way, "it*s a 
very bad look-out; but mother*s pretty well off, if father 
dies, and the maidens are stout wenches enough, and will 
make tidy servants, please the Lord. And you 11 see that 
ihey come to no härm, Mr. William, for old acquaintance* 
sake, iflnever come back." 

GiM7 was silent with amazement. 
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"And, Mr. William, you know me for an honest man, I 
hope. Will you lend me a five poond, and take my books in 
pawn for them , just to help me out?" 

"Are you mad, or in a dream? You will never find 
herl" 

"That 's no reason why I shouldn't do my duty in looking 
for her, Mr.WUUam.'* 

" But, my good fellow, even if you get to the Indies, you 
will be clapt into the Inquisition, and bumt alive, as sure as 
your name is Jack." 

"I know that," said he in a doleful tone; "and a sore 
struggle of the flesh I have had about it; for I am a great 
CO ward, Mr. William, a dirty coward, and always was, as 
you know: but maybe the Lord will take care of me, as He 
does of little children and drunken men; and if not, Mr. Will, 
I 'd sooner bum , and have it over , than go on this way any 
longer, Iwould!" and Jack burst out blubbering. 

"What way, my dear old lad?" said Will, softened as 
he well might be. 

" Whyf not — not to know whether — whether — whether 
she *8 married to him or not — her that I looked up to as an 
angelofGod, as pure as the lightofday; and knew she was 
too good for a poor pot-head like me ; and prayed for her 
every night, Qtod knows, that she might marry a king, if 
there was one fit for her — and I not to know whether she 's 
living in sin or not, Mr. William. — It *s more than I can 
bear, and there 's an end of it. And if she is married to him, 
they keep no faith with heretics ; they can dissolve the mar- 
riage, or make away with her into the Inquisition; burn 
her, Mr. Gary, as soon as bum me, the deyils incamate." 

Gary shuddered; the fact, true and palpable as it was, 
had never Struck him before. 

"Yes! or make her deny her God by torments, if she 
hasn't done it already for love to that — I know how love 
will make a body seil his soul, for I Ve been in love. Don't 
you laugh at me, Mr. Will, orlshallgomad!" 
\ 
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<^God knows , I was never lesi inclined to langh at jou in 
my life, my brave old Jack." 

^*l8 it so, then? Bleas y<ra for that word!" and Jack 
held out fais band. '^ But what will become of my sotd, after 
my oath, if I don*t seek her out, just to speak to her, to warn 
her for Grod*8 sake , even if it did no good; justto Bet before 
her the Lord's curse on idolatry and Antichrist, and those 
who deny Hirn for the sake of any creature, thoughX can't 
think He would be hard on her, — for who could? But I 
must speak all the same. The Lord has laid the bürden on 
me, and done it must be. Godhelpmel" 

"Jack,'* Said Gary, "if this isyour duty, itisothersV 

" No , Sir , I don*t say that; you 're a layman , but I am a 
deacon, and the chaplain of you ajl, and swom to seek out 
Christas sheep scattered up and down this naughty world, 
and that innocent lamb first of all.'* 

"You have sheep atHariland, Jack, already." 

" There *8 plenty better thau I will tend th^n , when I am 
gone; but none that will tend her, because none love her 
like me , and they won't venture. Who will? It can't be ex- 
pected, andnoshametothem?" 

"I wonder what Amyas Leigh would say to all this , if he 
wereathome?" 

"Say? He *d do* He isn't one for talking. He 'd go 
through fire and water för her, you trust him, Will Cary; 
and call me an ass if he won't." 

" Will you wait then tili he comes back , and ask him ? " 

" He may not be back for a year and more." 

"Hearreason, Jack. If you will wait like a rational aud 
patient man^ instead of rushing blindfold on your ruin, 
something may be done." 

"You think so?" 

"Icanaotpromise; but — " 

" But promise me one thing. Do you teil Mr. Frank what 
I «ay — or rather I '11 Warrant, if I knew the truth, he has 
Said the very same thing himself already." 
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^Ton are out there, old man; för here is his oim hand- 
writing/* 

Jack read the letter, and sigiied bitterlj. 

''Well, I did täke him for anotker gness sort of fine 
ge&tleman. Still, if my duty isn't bis, it *8 mine all the same. 
Ijudgenoman; bntigo, Mr. Gary." 

''Bat go jott shall not tili Amjat retums. Ab I live, I 
will teil jour father, Jack, nnless you promise; and jon 
dare not disobey him." 

"I don't know even that, for eonsdence* sake," said 
Jack, doubtfhlly. 

"At least, you etay and dine here, old fellow, and we 
will settle whether you are to break the fifth commandment 
or not, overgood brewed aack." 

Now a good dinner was (as we know) what Jaek loved, 
and loTed too oft in vain; so he snbmitted for the nonce, 
and Gary thongfat, ere he went, that he had talked him 
pretty well round. At least he went home, and was seen no 
more for a week. 

But at the end of that time he retomed, and said with s 
joyfttl voice — 

"I Ve settled all, Mr. WiU. The parson öf Welcombe 
will serve my church for two Sundays, and I am away for 
London town, to speak to Mr. Frank." - 

"To London? Howwiltget there?" 

" On Shanks bis mare," said Jack, pointing to his bandy 
legs. " Bat I expect I can get a liffc on board of a coaster so 
far as Bristol, and it 's no way on to dgnify, Ihear." 

Gary tried in vain to dissaade him; and then forced on 
him a small loan, with which away went Jack, and Gary 
heard no more of him for three weeks. 

At last he walked into Glovelly Goort again just before 
sapper- time, thin and leg-weary, and sat himself down 
among the serving men tili Will appeared. 

Will'took him up above the salt, and made mach of him, 
(which indeed the honest fellow mach needed,) and after 
gupper asked him in private how he had sped. 
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"I have leamt a lesson, Mr. William. I Ve leamt ^at 
there is one on earth loves her better thanl, if shehadbut 
had the wit to have taken him.*' 

"But what says be of going to seek her?" 

"He says wfaati say, Go! and he says whatyou say, 
Wait." 

"Go? Impossibie! How can that agree withhisletter?" 

"That 's no concem of mine. Of course, being nearer 
heaven than I am, he sees clearer what he shonld say and 
do than I can see for him. Oh , Mr. Will , that 's not a man, 
he'sanangelof God; buthe'sdying, Mr. Will." 

"Dying?" 

" Yes, faith, of love for her. I can see it in bis eyes, and 
hear it in his voice; but I am of tougher hide, and stiffer 
clay, and so you see I can't die even if I tried. But I '11 obey 
my betters, andwait" 

And so Jack went home to his parish that very evening, 
weary as he was, in spite of all entreaties to pass the night 
at Clovelly. But he had left behind him thoughts in Cary's 
mind, which gave their owner no rest by day or night, tili 
the touch of a seeming accident made them all start suddenly 
into shape , as a touch of the freezing water Covers it in an 
instant with crystals of ice. 

He was lounging (so he told Amyas) one murky day on 
Bideford quay, when up came Mi, Salteme. Gary had 
shunned him of late, partly from delicacy, partly from dis- 
like of his supposed hard-heartedness. But this time they 
happened to meet füll; and Gary oould not pass without 
speaking to him. 

"Well, Mr. Salteme, and how goes on the shipping 
trade?" 

"Well enough, Sir, if some of you young gentlemen 
would but f oUow Mr. Leigh's ezample , and go forth to find 
US stay-at-homes new markets for our wäre." 

" What? you want to be rid of us, eh? " 

"I don't know why I should, Sir. We shan't cross each 
other now, Sir, whatever might have been once. But if I 
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wereyou, Isboaldbeinthelndiesaboutnow, iflwerenot 
fighting the'Queen's batües nearer faome." 

'*In thelndies? I shoold make bat a poor band of Drake's 
trade." And so the conyersatipn dropped ; but Gary did not 
f orget the hint 

"So, lad, to make an end of a long story," said he to 
Amyas; "if you are minded to take tiie old man's offer^ 
so am I; and Westward-ho with yon, come foul come 
fair." 

" It will be but a wild-goose chase, Will." 

"If she is with him, we shall find her at La Gnayra. If 
ehe is not, and the TÜlain has cast her off down the wind, 
that will be only an additional reason for making an example 
ofhun." 

^'Andif neitherofthem are there, Will, the Plate-fleets 
will be; so it will be our own shame if we come home empty- 
handed. Bat will y oar father let you ran such a risk ? " 

"My father!" said Cary^ laughing. "He has just now 
so good hope of a long string of little Garys to fiU my place, 
that he will be in no lack of an heir , come what will." 

«Littie Garys?" 

"I teil you truth. I think he must have had a sly sup of 
that fountain of perpetual youth, which our friend Don Guz- 
man^s grandfather went to seek in Florida ; for some twelve- 
month since, he must needs marry a tenanfs buxom daugh- 
ter; and Mistress Abishag Jewell has brought him one fat 
baby alrcady. So I shall go , back to Ireland , or with you : 
but somewhere. I can*t abide the thing's squalling, any 
more than I can seeing Mistress Abishag sitting in my poor 
dear mother*s place, and informing me every other day that 
she is come of an illustrious house , because she is (or is not) 
third Cousin seven times removed to my father^ s old friend, 
Bishop Jewell of glorious memory. I had three-parts of a 
quarrel with the dear old man the other day, for after one 
of her peacock-bouts , I couldn't for the Ufe of me help 
saying, that as the Bishop had written an Apology for the 
people of England, my father had better conjure up bis 
Westward Ho! L 24 
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ghostiowriteulApologyforIlim, andheadit, 'Wkjgreen 
heads should grow on graj Shoulders/ " 

'^ Yött impndent villain ! And what did he mjV " 
''Laughed tili he cried again, and told xae that if I did 
not like it I might leave it ; which is just what I mtend to do. 
Onlj tnind, if we go, we miist needs take Jack Bdmfole- 
combe with us, or he will surely heare himself orer fiarty- 
point, and hie ghost will haimt us to our dying day. ** 
" Jack shall go. None deserves it better." 
After which there was a long consultation on practical 
matters I and it was concluded Ihat Amyas fihoiildgo up to . 
London and sound Frank and his mother, before any 
fariher steps were taken. The other brethren of the Böse 
' were scattered far and wide , each at his post , and St Leger 
had retomed to his uncle , so that it would be unfair to them, 
as well as a considerable delay , to demand of them any fui- 
filment of their vow. And, as Amyas sagely remariLod, 
<< Too many cooks spoil the broth , and half-a-dozen gentle- 
men aboard one ship are as bad as two kings of Brentford." 

With which maxim he departedj next moming for Lon- 
don, leaving Yeo with Gary. 
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